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CHAPTER XXXVII 


77fZ? H'OftAD, TUB FLESH, AND THE DEVIL 

Tho wicked spirit, wliloh at tlmt tlmo Imd gained possession of llte 
atntlrs of men, — Uohmus. 

t 

Wh cannot, for Homo time, see Walamir again, or live 
among tlio Gotlia. Wo must remain in tho stifling, cor- 
rupted oily, amidst its meanness, its hatreds, its eoclosiaB- 
tios, its society seething with cabals, its Court rank with 
intrigues, its baso, manifold corruptions of the world, the 
devil, and tho flesh. 

The longer Chrysostom remained at work, tho more 
pronouncou of neoessity became his antagonism to tho. 


farcuhatoly, in his struggle with it In s uni inching haueaty j 
o Lpurpoao did not save him from e rrors " oflpfl givinnt : did 
n otlp hablolmn aT wavs to sec thing£Fiil‘"tlioir clud porspoo- 
tivo, nor to deal with them in tho most effective and tho 
least exasperating way, Already tho main body of tho 
olorgy were his deadly enemies, especially tho noisiest and 
tho most dornlneoring of them, and those who arrogated 
tho right to speak for thomsolvoa, and for what Ihoy called 
‘the Church, by which they never meant anything but 
the cliquos who shared their own ‘viows.’ A little group 


of tho best among tho ocolesiostios was dovolod to him. 
Mon liko the bright and oarnest Palladius, Bishop of 
Holonopolis i men liko tho venerable and original Svnesius, 
as long as lie remained in Constantinople ; men like St. 
Cassian, who ultimately founded tho great monastery of 
St. Victor at Marseilles 5 good prosbyters like Germanus, 
the friend and relative of Cassian, and so closely linkod 
with him in friendship that they wore said to have but 
pno soul in two bodies ; sinooro enthusiasts and disciplina- 
rians like Sorapion tho Archdoaoon and tho Prosbytor 
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- ' Tigriua — knew bis saintliness, leongniacd his grout in- 

tellect and incomparable worth. But ho was foimul and 
hated by the majority : by the great muss of loosa, greed)', 
and fiercely dogmatic monks, led by their Archimandrite, 
Isaao; by the too numerous bishops who neglected their 
sees for their greed or ambition ; by Uio groat mass of the 
clergy, who would not bo parted from their youthful 
agapetce , or give up their cringing to the wealthy and 
powerful ; and by all tho sham widows, and sham virgins, 
and sham deaoonessos, who arrogatod to theumnlvos tho 
reverence of sainthood by virtue of tho distinctive dross, 
which served them at once as a passport to delightful 
freedom and as a broadened phyJnotury of piotonlioufi 
profession. All theso dotestod him with that bitterest 
kind of virulonco which the world calls * theological,’ and 
recognises as not to be paralleled among secular circles. 

As for the world of fashion aiul wealth, at first it did 
not make up its mind wholhor to crush Chrysostom or to 
' patronise him. It soon found the latter course impossible, 

' plainness, so 

d ireot in then aim , so unique mjhmFsoy ejuy7thnt they 
could 'not be olnssed among lire othor lhnimnd"ultomiinoH (if 
vapid pulpit rhetoric, winch woro gonorally understood to 
mean nothiugin partioular. This man was not Indulging 
j, ’ in the language of professional conventionality. It was 
quite clear that lie meant what he said, and that ho would 
aot up to it. For ho was not content w ith idle dnmm- 
i- ' with talk which might 1» roganloddis' miFOTd 

. enough for St, Sophia, but might bo safely ignored in 
v J - ordinary life. On the contrary, he dcchirod in the most 
5\ s ~ em , n maiin , ei ' that he would oxeomnmnicato tlio worst 
V, otienders, and that ho would vepol from the Holy Table 
. those who obstinately refused to listen to Ids warnings 
an( * reform thoir habits, 

i ’ Q , P f achei ’ 3 1x1 ftU ages have attackod particulars of dross. 

p Jero l | ne was so niuob disgusted with the innovation of 
^SXh^i 11 sprinkling their hah- with gold dust that 
h iwiS f r0dd ? mn £ ^eir looks witli flames of Gohouna.’ 
fe® i )l r ac i wrs T U80cl t° attack tile custom of woar- 
| ;P « hook. It is not, perhaps, wise to on tor on 
WgfjWjf ym WWfta .Ffffaa R ^butBy n^tomsof y 
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jng vanity and_ f olly , mul their removal would not moan 
the euro ’ of tlio’Tlisoiuio , Chrysostom, however, thought it 
right to discourage and ridicule the silk-embroidered Toots 
or young men, which wore the marks of the most olaboiutu 
dandyism, lie drew scornful pictures of these youthful 
dandies carefully picking their way through the streets so 
as not to soil their precious shoos. ‘Hoots,’ ho said, ‘wore 
made to lu> soiled. If your boots are so gorgeous, why 
don’t you take them oft and wear them on your heads? • 
You laugh, but I feel more inclined to weep over your r 
follies.’ * 

It was a more sorious matter to kimllo against liimsolf 
the wrath of the womb part of tho female world, hut Chrys- 
ostom thought it his duty to attack the custom of wearing 
fringes. To us this might seem unworthy of his good 1 
Bouse ; hut in all such matters .jyy .cannot judge unless ]i 
wo arojdilo to transfer oursel ves to t ho lio bits~oF thoug ht jo 
AvKud ^.preytu L_in othe r lands and oi lier oouiiLrie s. In tho j 
Hast, from limo immemorial, it IiftdTmon regarded as worse 
than unbecoming for a woman to have her hair uncovered 
in public, and especially in sanrod places. St. I’anl him- 
self shaved this view, tie approved of tho Oriental preju- 
dice which, in flpllo of tho custom of Greece, forbade a 
woman to have her hair uncovered ‘tioeauso of tho angels.’ 

If a woman appeared t/llli unveiled head, it was believed 
that tlm evil spirits, tho Shedfin, tho impure demons, im- 
mediately alighted and sat upon it. Tho belief continued 
in tho days of Mahomet. Khadijah tested whothov it 
really was Gabriel or not who appeared to the I’ropbot, 
by taking off her veil; whereupon Cabriol immediately 
retired, wliieh an evil spirit would not bavo done. In 
Hymn ti no pictures the hair of tho Virgin Mary is, as a 
nilo, carefully concealed. Tho same praotleo continues 
among the Eastern ,Towh to this day. At Constantinople 
itself tho nhnndmiment of the ehtleU , a hideous fomolo 
headdress of tho East, was held to he a sufliniout reason to 
account for the advent of tho cholera along tho coasts of 
the lUmporus. 

Hut, apart from this ancient eonviotton, tb(pwwng,pf 
a fringe of ha ir on the forehea d had hillmno "won tho 
lucb^IilSCtl'sigirdrwoTnon oTWr oliamotor, It seemed to 
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Chrysostom tv shameless thing that women professing to bo j 
Christians should have the effrontery —for so he regarded | 
it — to appeal* in church in a guise whioh seemed tg defy * s 
public propriety. lu public and in private he spoke of i 
this practice with angry and disdainful sarcasm. 

Superannuated coquettes who aimed at Juxeflility„.of < 
dress and manne r were Chrysostom’s pet abhorrence ; and, l 
'unfortunately'lor him, the leaders of female fashion at ; 
Constantinople in his day were three ladies of high rank, J 

of luxurious manners, of enormous possessions, and of 5 

a worldly morality which was in no way disturbed by 
ecclesiastical scrupulosities of outward observance. They j 
exoited his severest reprobation. They were Maim, Cas- j 
trioia, and Epigraphia, and all three wore now widows, 
which to Chrysostom- — accustomed to tho unaffected piety s 
and genuine devotion of his mother, Anthusa — made their j 

behaviour seem the more detestable. Mama wob the « 
widow of tbe general Promotus, who had been suppressed 
and put to death by the jealousy of Rufinua. Theodosius j 
hod taken pity on her two children, and they had been edu- 
cated with hia sons Aroadius and Honorius. Besldos tiffs j 
liigh title to social distinction, Marsa was, on the mother’s ' 

side, a cousin of the Empress. Thus, she was the unquos- ) 

tioned leader of fashion among the ladies of tho oapitgl. 

Castrieia had only recently been left a widow by tho 
death of the brave Consular, Saturniuus, who had proba- j 
bly died during the exile to whioh he had been doomed 
by the jealousy of Gainas. We know nothing more of 
her than that she closely resembled her two friends. 

The worst of the three, by unanimous testimony, was 
Epigraphia. In exact proportion as Chrysostom honoured 
a widow who, like Olympias, was a widow indeed, lie felt 
repelled by a widow who, forgetful of her loss, oared only 
for the pleasures of the world, and gave rise to grave 
scandal by her light demeanour. Epigraphia threw open 
her house promiscuously to all the clergy of worldly 
habits and dubious antecedents, and also to women whose 1 
character was known to be the reverse of estimable. 
Added to this, the way in which she tried to Ibolc young 
by the r esuscitation of her faded charms ; was, to an ardent 
fvsoetio likiXhrysostom, an intolerable folly, 
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It was this pulpit denunciation which would, to these 
ladies, aeem^ directly personal, since the glance of the 
oratorifell directly upon them as they sat in their promi- 
nent gallery, in proximity to the ambo from which he 
spoke. Worse than this, the surging multitude which 
always thronged St, Sophia to be thrilled by the Patriarch’s 
eloquence belonged mainly to the poorer classes \ and 
though the populace of Cons tan tinople was not quite 
so giddy as that of Antiooh, yet there were many 
among them whose levity led them to turn their laugh- 
ing eyes towards the wealthy widows, and emphasise 
fhe points of the sermon by meaning smiles in their 
direction. 

Nor was Chrysostom satisfied with publio references. \ 
The three aristocratio ladies were the ohief offenders, and \ 
lie held it his duty to pay them a pastoral visit, and try/ 
the effeot of personal remonstrance, urged with all thd>’ 
weight of Ilia high authority, 

He went first to the house of Epigraphia; and as this 
cabal of female intriguers formed their most common 
rendezvous in her gossip-mongering drawing-roon y he 
found them sitting to^thei’/ancl, as it happenecl, talking 
of him with tho bitterest anger, at the very moment that 
he Was announced, 

4 They tell me/ said Maim 

But the precious piece of scandal derived from 4 They 
Bay’ — who is always much more than half a liar — was 
for the present lost, for at this moment the slave, with a 
deep bow, announced 4 His Beatitude the Patriarch John 
of Constantinople/ 

. The three ladies rose, and, according to the universal 
custom, knelt and kissed his hand; but in other respeots 
their reception of him was ostentatiously frigid, 

Chrysostom had not come to bandy compliments, and, 
being incessantly occupied, he could never afford to waBte 
time* Without an allusion to the weather or the move- 
ments of the Court, he said at onoe that he had oome for 
the express purpose of reproving them. He Considered 
their dress in every sense unbecoming to their age and 
widowhood. 

♦Out dress/ said Mnrsa, coldly, 4 is our own concern* 
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WHtefc can an ecclesiastic and a semi-anchorite like you 
- ' a lady’s dress?' 

dear Patriarch Neotarius honoured us with Jiis 
respect and friendship/ said Castrioia. 1 111 his day we 
were not subjeoted to these annoyances and insults/ 

4 It would be muoh better/ said Epigraphia, 4 if you 
confined yourself to your episcopal duties* We do not all 
choose to go about as if we were beggars, like Olympias 
and Sabrina/ 

‘I do not speak to you in my own name/ said the 
Patriarch gravely. ‘You know th&^zgrds ofjhg^ great 
^ Apostle* St* P aterj 4t Whose adorning let it not be that 
} outwara a cl orni n g of plaiting the hair, and putting on of 
{gold, and wearing of apparel, but let it be the hidden man 
of the heart, in that whioh is not corruptible, even the 
ornament of a meek and quiet spirit, which in the sight 
of God is of great prioe.” Look at your dresses I Pagan 
ladies wear their robes of gauze woven with such scenes 
as the labours of Hercules. Tours, I see, are embroidered 
, with the story of the Paralytic, and other scenes of the 
LGospels, Do you think that you honour Christ by carry- 
/ ing into the Circus, the Theatre, and all scenes of sin and 
// frivolity, the stories of His Gospel? Oh that rather you 
t [ would oarry Him in your hearts I * * 

>i ‘Now that shows the difference between you and a 
truly courteous bishop like Severian/ said Marsa. 4 When 
he saw us this morning in these very robes, he said, with 
a gracious smile: “The King’s daughter is all glorious 
within; her olothing is of wrought gold, she snail he 
brought in to the King in raiment of needlework/’ * 

* You are not young Jewish virgins at a great nuptial 
ceremony, You are aged widows/ 

‘Aged I * almost shrieked Epigraphia, while the other 
two winced visibly. Turning her haok on the Archbishop, 
she aaid, with, as much rudeness as she could possibly 
throw into her voice and attitude : 4 Pray, is your Beati- 
tude a milliner? We dress in accordance with our rank 
and our own tastes, and you may rely upon it that, in spite 
of your horrid remarks, we shall continue to do so*’ 

4 And shall you/ he asked, ‘ persist also in wearing your 
hair in ended fringes pver your foreheads to the general 
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* soandal, and in painting your cheek* with 

dyeing your eyes with antimony, to support the illusion 
of pretended youth ?’ 

4 This is a mere outrage,’ said Epigraphia, rising in a 
tornado of spleen, 'Be assured that the Emperor shall 
know of it. Marsa will inform her cousin, the Empress, 
and she will protect us henceforth from these insults.’ 

' To reprove is not to insult,’ said Chrysostom, rising. 
'But since you will none of my reproof, I must say to 
you, in the words of the p ^et.Isg jali: "Take heed, ye 
women that are at ease ; hear my words, ye careless 
daughters.” Until I see in you less worldliness, and more 
proofs of a life such as becomes widows professing godli- 
ness, I must close the doors of the Sacrarium against you, 

, and will not admit you to Holy Communion/ \ 

'There are other churohes in Constantinople besides 
St. Sophia,’ said Mama. 

'If by that you mean the olrurohes of heretics/ said 
Chrysostom, 'the guilt be on your own soul, I have but 
done my duty. Would that in departing I could give you 
my episcopal blessing; but it would be a mockery to-day/ 
‘We do not desire it/ said Epigraphia; 'we should 
prefer to be without it. And I trust,’ she added, with a 
low curtsey, 'that your Religiosity will not trouble your- 
self with another visift If you do, you may chance to 
find the door closed against you/ 

He bowed and left them. Isaac the Monk visited them 
a few moments later. He passed Chrysostom unnoticed, 
exoept by a scowl, and entered, filling the room with the 
scent of his carefully ourled, essenoed, and gilded hair. 
He found the three widows fuming in almost speechless 
rage. Ho heaped upon their wrath the fuel of every 
bitter calumny against the Archbishop of which he could 
think, and went out rubbing bis hands, in the joyful 
conviction that his day of vengeance would soon be 
near. r 

But it was not only with male dandyism or female 

* coquetry that Chrysostom beoame embroiled. It was 
with the whole world of wealth. He was naturally 
shocked by the contrast between boundless possessions 
Squandered in vain ostentation, and poverty which had no \ 
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refuge for eiokness, and knew not where to provide a j 

meal. Convinced of the brevity of life and the smallness s 

of man’s needs, he regarded the excesses of luxury and ^ 

extravagance as an offence whioh oried to Heaven. If j 

even a ragan moralist could say, i Our eget indignuB qui$- I 

qu am, U aivite? * (‘Why is any undeserving person in f 

need whilst thou art rich?*) Chrysostom felt the force of S 

the question in its full intensity. And, thus feeling it, ) 

and finding it always difficult to raise sufficient sums ( 

jfor his schemes of systematic benevolence, his hospitals, | 

; and his missions, he denounced display and gluttony and j 

j avarioe with all his might. He asked the rich whether j 

| they ought not to be ashamed to starve provinces at a \ 

meal, and sweep land and sea to provide their un whole- S 

some dainties, and whether it would not be wiser and 
better to enjoy the healthiness of temperanoe? He ridi- 
culed the fashion of having a way made for them in the * 
streets as though they were dangerous tigers. He satirised " - 
the vulgar fondness for gold, which was so lavish that ho 
believed there were some who, already filling their houses 
with every sort of golden furniture, would, if they could, 
have the very sky and the very air of gold. He oskecl 
whether, with the utmost expenditure of lavishness, they 
could find tapestries lovelier than the ground broideyed 
with vernal blossoms, or fretted rdofs so beautiful os the 
blue or the starry skies ? 

Tired of these expostulations, of which the novel 
r piquancy was soon exhausted, and to which they never 
/had the smallest intention of paying respect, the rich 
/ to desert St. Sophia. Their attendance had never 
~ eei1 ver 7, even on the great festivals a spicy 

Atellane interlude in the Theatre, or a good programme in 
the Hippodrome, had quite sufficient attraction to make 
them, turn their bocks on services and communions. In 
coming to hear the Archbishop at first, they thought that 
they had ‘ done the civil thing,’ and that their presence 
among his auditors was an act of condescension, for whioh 
he was insufficiently grateful. He had to say plainly in - 

t t?' ? u :P lt ^ flucl1 ^ ere toe and objects with 
which they came, he was only too glad to dispense with ‘ 
their presence. He professed open preference for the 
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simple services, in which, the nave was thronged with his 
eager congregation of the poor. In praising them he took 
too readily his own ideal of what they should be for what 
they were. Perhaps, too, he did not in his own. mind 
sufficiently notice that the phrase, 1 the poor,’ in Scripture 
is often employed in the sense in whioh it had been used 
by the prophets and by Christ to describe the anavim 
(the poor in spirit, the meek and lowly in heart), a olasa , 
to which even the rioh might belong. .His language \yas / 
not always prudent. Regarding himself, rightly, as/ 
‘‘th 8 '"commbh father of all, it was unwise to praise the 
needy too unreservedly, and to say after an earthquake, 
without further making liis meaning clear, that the oity, 
which had been nearly destroyed by the vices of the rich, 
had been only saved by the prayers and virtues of the 
poor. 

On one occasion Chrysostom told a striking anecdote. 
There had been along drought, causing widespread famine 
and distress. There had been many prayers and litanies 
for rain, and at last, to the intense joy and relief of the 
multitude, rain began to fall, and they thronged into the 
ohurcbes to thank God. But in the midst of the general 
gladness they met a man utterly downcast and miserable. 

‘ Why do you not come with us,’ they asked, ‘to our joy- 
ous thanksgiving?’ * 

.‘I hate it!’ he said. ‘I had laid up ten thousaud 
measures of wheat to sell at higher and higher prices. 
Now it has all become useless.’ 

Suoh an anecdote might fairly be told to oall forth execra- » 
tion against oases of individual hardness and greed; but it I 
would have been well to point out that not all the rioh ] 
were monster's suoh as this, and not all the poor were / 
paragons of virtue. He did, indeed, And it necessary to l 
defend himself by pointing out that lie ^jiQt_xegftKl 
wealth as a crime in itself, but the wiwfg. J.13L o£ wjutlth. 
Bwon§* wlicTspoke with genororis breatMf'and oonviotion 
did not always safeguard bis words in the fashion adopted 
by the lukewarm, the Laodiceans, and the balf-in-half. 
wasjrqtojmJbe habit of trimm i ng and of paring aw a 
pr inciples by except ioni r^ until it was ! 

ottpTEosay Wether Tilley meant anylhTng at all.^.. 
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t The result of all tliis was tlmt the wealthy and the! 
! upper "classes were grievously offended. And, in addition 
! to'the' other overwhelming' grudges which he lmd excited, 
Chrysostom was now openly denounced as a Gracchus in' 
the pulpit, a seditious demagogue, a flaming anarchist, a 
man who for his own evil purposes preached socialism and; 
set class against class. The rich as a body did not lake 
the trouble to understand him, or to learn the lesson | 
which he was endeavouring to teach; but the poor, who, 
as always, formed the vast majority, saw that lib himself, J 
in the midst of enormous wealth, lived in severe simplicity, 
and oared nothing for money, except to spend it for the ' 
l good of those who had need. Admiring his consistency, i 
grateful for his protection, they sustained and cheered him, ' 
and, for a time at least, by the passionate onlhusiosm of 1 
their devoted love, delayed the success of the clerical and ; 
social plots formed for his destruction. 

• But, among these many enemies, Chrysostom made , 
one whose enmity was more fatal than that of all the rest . ' 
The E mpress Eudox ia, proud, passionate, impulsive, 
dotinneeiing, ' in tATorant of any rival in her power or any 
barrier to her slightest wish, had become not only alien- 
ated from the Patriarch, but strongly inimioal to him. ■ 
Since the death of Eutropius she had ruled Arcadius*wUh 
a rod of iron. What he did wtfs simply what she de- 
manded. The only partial counteipoiso to her autooracy ' 
lay in the rank ancl independence of the Patriarch os bond 1 
of the Eastern Church. As soon ub she saw that neither , 
she nor anyone else could make a tool of him, or induce him 
either by fear or flattery or self-interest, to defied a hair’s- 
breadth beyond the line of rigid duty, sho began to feel 
uneasy, But when the arrows of his harangues against ; 
luxury and oppression began to fall, or oven to seem as j 
if they glanced off, upon her, she grew hot with indig- : 
nation and offended pride. Sometimes a sormon or an • 
appeal smote through the joints of the harness of her con- 5 
ventional religiosity; but she hardened her heart. Two \ 
circumstances made her indignation flame into iniplao* i 
’able wrath. One was her belief — a belief without any ! 
foundation — that Chrysostom had on some occasion’ be- 
trayed to the soldiery the hiding-place of her favourite, 
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Count John ; for whom, on the contrary, he had earnestly ' 
pleaded, and whose life he had probably saved by his inter- 
vention. The other was the fancy that, in preaohing about 
Jezebel, and Naboth’s vineyard, the Patriarch had inten- 
tionally described a piece of dishonourable ohioanery by 
which she had robbed a poor widow named Calliotropa of 
her estate. Now Chrysostom must undoubtedly have said 
something which admitted of this construction, for we are 
told so by his visitor, Bishop Porphyry of Gaza. And! 
this at least is oerlain, that tlmrxj Jm^neyor jxJen, apagoinp i 
wluoh the. p£Op);g.ts, fiftdjiaipi^of God Jhave noFbeen calledt| 
upon. take .the* 1 ’ ,§t®pd against We~riclntgd^ FFuPh g> $ 

So "Abraham in the old Jewish legend'cTeffedNimrodT sol j 
Isaiah resisted Ahaz ; and Jeremiah withstood Jehoiakimj 
and Zedekiah ; and Daniel braved the wrath of Belshazzarj? 
and Darius; and John the Baptist rebuked Herod. | 
Athftnasius had stood up against Constantino, Basil had| 
resisted Julian and Valens, and Ambrose had braved tbe| 
authority of the Empress Justina and the Emperor Theo- 
dosius. So, in later days, St. Columban defied Thierry, 
and St. Anselm resisted Rufus, and Savonarola rebuked 
Lorenzo the Magnificent, and Luther faoed Charles V. at 
the Diet of Worms. If there was any truth in the report 
of Jjludoxia’s misdeeds, Chrysostom was the last man who 
would have shrunk from denouncing them, 

’ The contemporary aooount written by Marcus, the 
oompanion of Porphyry, Bishop of Gaza, on the oooasion 
of tlieir visit to Constantinople gives us a glimpse of the 
state of tilings. It was early in the year 401. Porphyry 
had come to procure from Arcadius an ediot to suppress 
the turbulent tyranny of the heathen at Gaza, and he 
asked Chrysostom to help him. 

‘My intercession would be useless,’ said Chrysostom; 
‘for the Emperor praotioally means the Empress, and the 
Empress is embittered against me because she supposes 
that I compared her to Jezebel iu a sermon about Naboth’s 
vineyard. But I will procure you an interview with her, 
through her Chamberlain, the exoellont Amantius.’ 

Accordingly, Porphyry and his brother-bishop were 
admitted. They found Eudoxia seated on a golden sofa, 
apd she apologised for not rising to greet them because 


1 


; i 



80(3 


GATHERING CLOUDS 


) 



she m 3 speedily expecting to become a mother. She was 
pleased with the rustic dignity of these provincial bishop, 
gave them through Amantius a large sura of money for 
their diocese, aud appointed another interview with them 
next morning. 

When they came, she told them that the Emperor had 
been put out by the petition, because Gaza paid its taxes 
with remarkable regularity, and he was afraid that by 
interfering with the heathen he would retard the replen- 
ishment of his treasury, ‘ Still,’ she said, 1 1 will continue 
to do my best.’ Then she asked for their blessing and 
their prayers ; and they blessed her, and moved her to a 
transport of gratitude by promising that, having boon the 
mother of three little daughter's, she would now become 
the mother of a son. 

The promise was fulfilled, for a few days later was born 
.Theodosius II., the first Porphyrogenitus, or prince born 
in the purple, siuce the days of Constantine. Eudoxia 
attributed her happy motherhood to their supplications. 

As speedily as possible the child was baptised with all 
splendour. 

As the procession came out of the Cathedral a pretty 
little comedy was enacted, whereby Eruloxia gained hor 
own ends; which, indeed, in these days, were varoly.left 

unfulfilled. The Bishop, who was •carrying the infant in 

his arms, stopped by pre-arrangement, while Porphyry l 
placed his petition in the little hands. Aroadius look it ; 
from his child aud read it, ‘I oftnnot,’ lie said, ‘refuse ' 
. the first commands of my little son.’ t 

i The infant hoy was at onco dignified with the title of 
Augugjaja^nd, much to the displeasure of tbe-wholc' i 
l Western world, the Empress also — who was now wielding 
all the old power of Rufinus and Eutropius, and wielding 1 
" it with egual greed and baseness — received the title of 
Augusta. It was not to the mere titlo of Augusta that j 
the Roman world objected, but to the fact that' the East- < 
era Empire, in its abject subjection, now to an eunuch, i 
find now to fi woman, sosmod to recall tlio old days of a 3 
.Bagoas or a Semiramis, and to liavo lost tho stately and 1 
ymie virtues of anoient Romo* I 

■And thus, by the stratagem of Eudoxia, an odlofc was 
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passed refusing any further tolerance to heathendom in 
the old Philistian city* But such repressive and perse- 
cuting edicts were not in accordance with the old spirit 
of Christianity. The rule of the primitive Christians was: 
‘Force is hateful to God 1 ; the town-olerk of Ephesus 
could appeal to the whole people in witness that St. Paul 
and his companions had never been blasphemers of their 
goddess, and in Athens the Apostle had pointed to the 
Unknown God, whom, though in ignoranoe, they wor- 
shipped, and Who is the Father of us all. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII 
FRESH TROUBLES 

' f 

I 

The whole head la sick, and the whole heart faint. Erom the sole of ’ 
the foot even unto the hoad there is no soundness hi It; hut wounds, and ' 
braises, and festering sores : they have not been oIoboc], nolthor hound up, '• 
neither mollified with oil. ■— Isaiah 1. C-O, ■' 

We have already seen enough to show the intenso and all ! 
hut universal corruption which ruined the true work of ! 
the Church in Antioch, and still move in Constantinople, : 
It is distressing to find the same moral apostasy, the j 
same revolting unreality, prevailing like a pestilence over j 
the whole of Thrace, Asia Minor, and Pontus — indeed, J 
over the whole of that region to whioh St. Peter and St. j 
j James had addressed their oecumenical Epistles. As far * 

I baok as the beginning of the second century the Church, > 

J on Pliny’s testimony, had so far oonquored the world, ! 
i even in remote Bithynio, as to errtpty the anoiont temples j 
of the gods ; but now those gods and the vices they repre- ? 
sented — Axes and Aphrodite, Plutus and Cybolo, Molooh j 
and Ashtoreth, Mammon and Belial — were reinstated in - 
Christian sanctuaries under the disguise of tlie holiest ’ 
names, and that by the olergy themselves, There is abun- j 
dant proof of the like intrusion of the world, the flesh, J 
and the devil among myriads of professing , Churchmen ; 
throughout Northern Atrioaj and if it were within the ! 
scope of our purpose to look at all closely at the Western j 
world, we should see that Rome was as Constantinople, { 
and Milan as Ephesus, and Ravenna as Alexandria. All ! 
the faithful might sigh,, ‘The Church has triumphed — j 
but where is holiness ? The Church is splendid, dominant, 
orthodox, oppressive ; services are numerous, ritualism I 
^borate S women kneel to priests and kiss their hands 5 } 
t.he Holy Supper has beoome a gorgeous and magic aaori- j 
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flee, ending in the creation of a material idol — but where 
is the Christ of Nazareth and of Calvaiy ? ’ Pagans like \ 
Eunapius, and Libanus, and Zosimus, said freely among S 
themselves, Christianity, at first so sweet and simple in \ 
its moral ideal, has degenerated into a more intolerant \ 
and no less immoral paganism ; it has incorporated the 
old superstitions which we had flung away ; it has beoome 
more material, and more abject in its corruption, than 
our Neo-platonism ; it has worthy sons, but most of its 
votaries nave lost our manlier virtues, and have not failed 
to assimilate our acknowledged vices/ In Egypt, for 
instanoe, there was many an lionesfc waverer who saw 
far more beauty and goodness in the life of the heathen 
Hypatia than in that of a bypocritic tyrant like the 
Christian Patriarch, Tbeopbilus of Alexandria, 

Christians who were Christians indeed felt their darker 
hours troubled by misgivings which were almost intoler- 
able* They looked upon the abhorrent worldliness and 
falsity' — which often seemed to them to be ‘the falling . 
away * of which St. Paul prophesied — as a sign of the near - ) 
ness r of the Antichrist. No language came more naturally/ 
to their lips than that of the Hebrew prophots. A century^ 
had not yet passed since the conversion of the first Chris- 
tian Emperor and the assembling of the first (Ecumenical 
Council ; four centuries had barely passed since, on that 
first radiant Christmas Eve, the angels had sung, 1 Peace 
on earth, goodwill towards men/ and already the chief 
livirtg saint and most learned writer of the cloy had left 
Romo with a curse upon his lips against her Eabyloniau 
wickedness. And if such was the condition of thel 
Church in the so-called See of St. Peter, what was the! 
state of things elsewhere ? Egypt was in a turmoil with 
barbarous bishops and brutal monks. The pilgrimages to 
Jerusalem were, as Gregory of Nyssa had testified, scenes 
of vulgar debauchery. The Holy City itself was a carni- 
val of violence and littleness, Carthago and its daughter 
dioceses were not only trembling under the tyranny of 
wioked governors, but were torn with the alternate 'tur- 
bulence and persecution of Donatists and Ciroumcellions, 
between whom and many of the ohampions of Catholicism 
th&’Q was 'but little to choose, Asia was in the deplorable j 
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I oondition which we shall see immediately. And here, in > 
! the New Rome of Constantinople, there was a weak Em- 
j peror with the soul of a slavo ; a Frankish Empress domi- 
neering and unscrupulous as a Semiramis 5 a Court steeped 
in frivolity and guile ; a world of officialism cankered i 
through and through with bribery, greed, and oppression j J 
swarms of sham monkB and olerical adventurers ; intrigue 
and simony rampant on every side ; numbers of presbyters 
living with their ‘ spiritual sisters ’ in all but open con- j 
cubinage; coquettish virgins, and nominal widows, and j 
painted haricfans; the lewdnoss of the theatro finding : 
scope for its wit in the scandals of tho clergy, and the 
rage of the Blue and Green factions of the Hippodrome 
uncontrolled in the smallest degree by the nominal Chris- ! 
vtianity of the population. Throngs of people rushed off 1 
;; to the public spectacles and wild-beast shows, even on 
j Good Friday ana Easter Day. On one Easter Day they, ! 

saw a young charioteer, on the eve of his marriage, horribly \ 
j trampled to death under the hoofs of the ohariot-aieeds. j 
1 Avarice and licentiousness were rampant on every side. ‘ 
j Among the lowest classes prevailed a mendioaucy soebli- * 

\ ing with atrocious impostures ; among the upper classes, j 
under the soft eurfaoe of voluptuous ostentation, there was 1 
a society rent by ollques and factions, bursting witlnapio- i 
netio malignity, and filled with sudh a universal plague of * 
uncharitableness that, if here and there a saint emerged ! 
who was vexed, like Lot, with the filthy conversation and l 
ungodly deeds of the wioked, he must be content to focus ; 
l on himself the burning rays of ‘ religious,’ oven more than : 
jof seoular, hatred, and to live with his head in clouds of ‘ 
jjpoisonous flies. What oould good men say of tho Church > 
jjin those days, as their tears fell on the page of Holy Writ, ■ 
j [but ‘Thy silver is become dross, thy wine mixed with water : j 
thy prinoes are rebellious, and companions of thieves?’ ! 
‘The prophets prophesy falsely, and the priests bear rule \ 
by their means 5 and my people love to Dave it so : and 
what will ye do in the end thereof? ’ 

Whether such reflexions be justifiable or no, whether 
the world had or had not re-intruded into the Church, 
whether or not the Church had gained from the infiltra- 
tion of pagan superstitions and the oppressive triumph of 
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Pharisaic externalism, the reader must judge from almost 
every page of the subsequent narrative, winch, in the gen- 
eral picture presented, is a direct reflexion of the contem- 
porary testimony of Christian saints. 

For now an event happened which was the first distinct 
dislodgment of the loose snowdrifts which were soon to 
rush down in overwhelming avalanche on the doomed 
head of the Patriarch of Constantinople. 

It happened that a Synod of twenty-nine bishops was 
sitting at Constantinople, under the presidency of Chrys- 
ostom, to settle some matter of minor ecclesiastical impor- 
tance. One clay in September, A,P> 400, while they were in 
session in one of the rooms adjoining the apse of St. Sophia, 
a bishop who was not a member of the Synod, Eusebius of 
Vftlentinianopolis, an obscure Cilbian village in the valley 
of the Cays ter, advanced into the assembly, holding in his 
hand a written document, and with an air and tone of 
intense indignation cried that lie had come to denounce a 
series of intolerable scandals, which had disgraced the 
Churches of Asia. 

Startled and horrified, the Synod ashed for an explana- 
tion. Speaking with fierce anger, Eusebius said, 1 1 am 
here to accuse and denounce a bishop of Asia of seven 
enovmoiia crimes — of simony, embezzlement, luxury, 
theft, malversation, misprision of murder, aud incontinence, 

‘First, lie bought his own episcopal see for an immense 
sum, and to recoup himself deliberately sells other episoo- 
pal sees at a regular tariff. 

‘Secondly, he has alienated to his own private use an 
estate left to the Church by Basilina, mother of the 
Emperor Julian. 

‘Thirdly, he has melted the silver chalices and plate of 
the Church to supply money to his son. 

‘Fourthly, he has taken marbles from the baptistery to 
inlay his own private baths. 

‘ Fifthly, he has taken possession of marble pillars whioh 
had been prepared for the church, and lias used them for 
tho adornment of his own triclinium. 

‘Sixthly, he has, in spite of his episcopal oaths, recalled 
his wife, with whom ha openly lives, and by whom, sinoe 
his consecration, ho has had several children, 
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1 Seventhly, he has retained in his service a youth who 
has committed murder and has never, never boon brought 
to justice or doue penanae.’ 

• Who is the offender ? ’ asked the Patriarch. 

‘He is here ; he is in the midst of you ; he is one of the 
bishops of the highest rank in your assembly,’ said Eusebius 
hotly. ’ ‘There he sits I’ — and he pointed to Antoninus, 
Metropolitan of the important see of Ephesus, bishop of 
the church in which St. Paul had preaohed so long, suc- 
cessor of St. John, tho beloved disciple, suoooasor of that 
Angel of the Church of Ephesus to whom St. John had. 
written in the Apocalypse. 

Antoninus, who knew his own guilt, turned white as a 
sheet, and winced before the pointed finger of this obsouro 
prelate from the Cilbian hills ; and Eusebius continued : 

‘ Yes, and the simoniacal intruders whom he had appointed, 
these who have trafficked for their sees, these liuoksters of 
s&ored things, these men who have sold and bought for. 


saoreu tilings, tnese men wno nave som ana ooiignt tor. 
money the Holy Spirit of God, they too are here, they too 
are of your number.' 

‘Surely,’ said Chrysostom, ‘you must be undor some 
mistake. What you say sounds incredible. Brother Paul 
of Heraclea, you are a person al friend of the Bishop of 
Ephesus. Will you oonsider the matter with him and his 
aocuser, and toy to reconcile tho c strong enmity wliioh 
seems to subsist between them?’ 

* I refuse any mediation,’ stormed Eusebius. 

The bishops might well be disturbed by an acousation so 
Vehement and so detailed ; but Chrysostom, who is often 
aooused of reckless haste, did not for a moment lose his 
calm. Ho acted with consummate kindness and circum- 
spection. He saw that, even if alb the charges oould not 
be denied, some of them might admit of explanation or 
palliation. The one which seemed most seriously cir- 
cumstantial, and which, if true, could not under any cir- 
cumstances be extenuated, was the chargo of open and 
shameless simony. , , 


snameiess simony 

‘ Brother of Ephesus,’ he asked, ‘ what say you to tills 
grave accusation?’ ■ 

By that time the Bishop of Ephesus had partially; reoov- 
h presence of mind. Summoning such fragment of 
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dignity as was left him by his guilty conscience, he rose 
and said : 

4 1 am entirely guiltless of all these crimes. They can be 
refuted. This man is a false acouser.’ 

‘Eusebius/ said Chrysostom, ‘you are evidently in a 
heated frame of mind. You seem to be influenced by per- 
sonal animosity. I entreat you to be sure of your ground. 
Do not bring these tremendous indictments unless you oan 
prove them. Bishop Antoninus has denied your charges. 
He says he can disprove them. Beware, then, 1io>y you 
bring needless scandal on the Church.’ 

But Eusebius, who was still in toweling wrath, refused 
to withdraw what ho had said, and endeavoured to thrust 
his schedule of gravamina into the Patriarch’s hands. 

‘Nay, brother/ said Chrysostom, ‘I refuse to receive 
your schedule at this moment. We are about to enter the 
church. We are about to begin the Holy Office. Think 
the 'matter over; if, after due prayer and deliberation, and 
when you are quite calm, you think that duty, and not 
passion, requires you to accuse your brethren, then come 
and hand in your charge. The Synod is ended; let us 
enter the oliurch.’ 

The bishops rose ; Chrysostom led the way to his epis- 
copal chair at the end of the apse; and when he had pro- 
nounced the opening Benediction, ‘Peace be with you/ 
the other prelates took their seats in a semicircle on either 
hand. The sendee began, when suddenly Eusebius was 
seen hurrying up the nave with great strides, and, amid 
the astonishment of the crowded congregation, he went 
straight up the steps of the sanctuary, passed the Holy 
Table, and, stopping in front of the Archbishop, who 
was seated behind it, endeavoured onoe more to thrust the 
paper into his hands. As Chrysostom was still reluctant 
to take it, he broke into the most terrible appeals, adjuring 
the Patriarch by th§ life of the Emperor not to refuse 
justice in a matter which concerned the inmost purity of 
the Church, His demeanour Was so tumultuous that tbe 
people thought he must he demanding immediate interoes- 
' sion for the life of some condemned criminal. Unwilling 
to prolong the unseemly spectacle, wluoh was disturbing 
the sacred solemnity, Chrysostom took the paper, ana 
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the Lessons of the day were read. But when the time 
came for the Eucharist, the Archbishop found himaolf in n 
state of such strong mental agitation that, fearful of un- 
worthy participation, either on his own part or that of the 
•, bishops, who shared his emotions, he begged Paus op hi us, 

, Bishop of Pisidia, to consecrate the elements, and made a 
i sign to the members of the Synod to follow him into the 
1 baptistery. Thither he summoned Eusebius, reproached 
him for his violent precipitation, and began the investiga- 
tion whiob he so urgently demanded. Some witnesses 
were produced, but Eusebius declared that others, and the 
most essential, were in Asia, and that there be would pro- 
duce them. ‘ Then,’ said Chrysostom, * since the honour 
of the Church is at stake, I will myself proceed to Asia 
to examine them.’ 

Matters had now assumed a serious aspeot. Antoninus 
felt that his scandalous misdoings had been too flagrant to 
escape condemnation at the hands of so pure a judge. 
He fell baok on astute manoeuvres. The times wore 
troubled. The absence of the Arohbisbop, in the darkness 
of the political horizon, might oause grave inoouvenionce. 

! Among his other gross irregularities, the Bishop of Ephe- 
sus farmed an estate in Asia as agent for one of fcho grdftt 
Court officials. Anxious to gain time for his doublings, 

• and if possible to avoid being run 'to earth, this ocolosias- 
.-tical wolf in sheep’s olothing went to his patron, and 
/'■ begged him to use his influence with the Emperor to pre- 


vent permission being given, for the Patriarch's departure. 
■In this he was successful. But Chrysostom did not mean 
to let matters rest. Since he could not go himself, ho sent 
a commission of three bishops, one of whom was his friend 
and ultimate biographer, Palladius of Helen opoiiB. They 
met at Hypmpffi, near Ephesus, with the bishops of the 
province, and summoned Eusebius and Antoninus to appear 
before them. # 

Meanwhile, by fresh acts of collusive baseness, those two 
ecclesiastics had done their utmost to reduce the 00171117 id* 
sion and the inquiry to a despioable farce. The brazen 
^ Antoninus was not likely to rocoil before now vil- 
lainies, and Eusebius had revealed himself in his true col- 
ours. The frantic denouncer of simony had himself heoome 
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asimonist; the indignant opponent of Antoninus had be- 
oome his secret accomplice ; the accuser of misprision had 
accepted an enormous bribe as the guerdon of misprision. 
The judges were mocked with plausible excuses. ‘Yes, 
certainly Antoninus had his witnesses who could prove 
his innocence, and Eusebius hod his witnesses to support 
his contentions, but to get them together was a difficult 
and expensive matter, They were scattered over half 
Asia.’ 

*How long, then, will it take to colleot them ? 1 asked 
Palladius, wno was as earnest and upright in the matter 
as Chrysostom himself. 

1 Forty days at least/ said Eusebius blandly, 

Forty days I — and that in the heat of the malarious 
autumn! It seemed evident that the delay was inten- 
tional, and that so long a period was fixed in the hope of 
tiring out the patience, perhaps of undermining the health, 
of the commissioners. They waited, however — at least 
two of them, for the third, a secret ally of Antoninus, 
refused to act. At the end of the time Eusebius did not 
appear, and was at one e excommunicated by the Bishops 
of Asia for connivance and contumacy. He had quietly 
sneaked off, and was lying hid in the slums of Constanti- 
nople. This exemplary personage, who, like other bishops, 
was saluted as ‘your Sftnotity/ had egregiously proved his 
wiokedness and worthlessness. His zeal for Church dis- 
cipline had been nothing more than a cloak for jealousy 
and ulterior designs, What became of his Lordship*s 
diocese we do not know ; but it must be borne in mind 
that there were scores of bishops in those days who, apart 
from their title, lmd not one hundredth part oi the duty 
or responsibility of even a bumble country vicar. When 
St. Gregory Thaumaturgus was made Bishop of Neo- 
Crosarea, he had only six parishioners under him; and 
Sassima, the diooese^to which St. Basil so unworthily and 
unaccountably relegated the friend of his youth, the great 
St. Gregory of Nazianzus, was a roadsiefe horse-station, 
Probably the mountaineers of Valentinianopolis, wherever 
it was, were well rid of their sooundrelly pastor. 

The commissioners stayed a month longer to no purpose 
at Hypeepte, and then returned. When they stumbled 
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across Eusebius in the purlieus of Constantinople, and 
taunted him with his misohief-malring perfidy, lie coolly 
asserted that he had been ill. 

Meanwhile Antoninus, Metropolitan of Ephesus, had 
gone to his last long account, to stand with all his falsitios, 
embezzlements, and simony on his head before the bar pf 
that Judge whom no sinner oan esoape, and where the 
guilty man is also 

Himself the judgo and jury, and himself 
The witness at the bar, always condomuod, 

And that drags down hts Hie. 

Among his stolen marbles and appropriated oolumns, 
and perhaps with the sons by his bedside whom he had 
endowed by sacrilege and begotten in perjury, the bishop 
by purohase of the See of St. John tho Divine escaped tho 
earthly tribunal to stand before the judgment-seat of 
Christ, Whose name be had covered with infamy, and of 
the Holy Spirit, Whose gifts he had bought and sold. 

And, as always in the oase of those great sees — one© 
more as at Antioch, os at Rome, as at Alexandria, as at 
Caesarea, as at Constantinople — there broke out tho 
blighting storm of base ambition and underground in- 
trigue which was the normal result of the death of a bishop 
of the Churoh of Christ in those bach days, and which wo 
need not again describe. And, as at Constantinople, and 
Rome, and everywhere else, the faithful few grow siolc of 
this state of things, and interfered to cut short the moan 
rivalries of contending Churchmen. I-Iating the debasing 
turmoil, and dreading the infamies of some new Antoninus, 
some of the clergy and neighbouring bishops wrote an 
appeal to Chrysostom. ‘For many years,' they wrote, 
all law and order have been violated among m Wo 
implore your Dignity to come and reimpress some form of 
aivmeneas on our distracted Church* Our misfortunes 
are unparalleled. On one side the Arians tear us to 
pieces, on the other many, like deadly wolves, are lyiug 
in Wait to plunder our episcopal seat* Even now bribes 
are flowing among us in river's of simony,* 

,/ ? wft f dead of winter, and Chrysostom felt worn- 

out and ill J but he oould not resist so solemn and 





FRESH TROUBLES 


-317 


anguished an appeal. The earnestness of his soul sup- 
plied the failing strength of his body. On January 9, 
401, he set sail from Constantinople for Apamtea. The 
end of the troubles involved in the revolt of Gai'nas and 
the activity of the Allans left no excuse for the Court to 
oppose his departure. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX 

BAD ECCLESIASTICS AND BASE PLOTS 

The priests thereof tench tor hire, and tho propliots thereof divine for 
money: yet trill they lean upon the Lord, and say: la not tho Lord 
among ua ? none evil can oomo upon ua . — ilicah 111. II. 

E foron le aue opore o lo aus oolpo 
Non oreder loonlno ma dl volpo. 

Pulci, Morg, Magg. xlx. 

Ghrtsostom would fain have taken Philip with him, for 
Philip grew more and more endeared anil more and more 
useful to him. But Philip, aa manager of the Arohbishop’n 
household and an assistant in all matters of business, oould 
not be Bpared for a long absence from tho Patriarohoion. 
To take Eutyches would have been pleasant, but it seemed 
undesirable to expose his youth to the inevitable hardships 
of rough travel ; and Chrysostom*, who hoped for tho day 
when he might be a presbyter oi p a bishop, *nnd all that 
such an officer of the Church should be, was unwilling to 
disenchant him too painfully by those glaring contrasts 
between, the ideal and the reality which would confront 
him at every turn in the now corrupt, -superstitious, and 
simoniaeal churches of St. Paul, St. Philip, and St. John. 
So Chrysostom took with him the graver David, whom ho 
esteemed no less highly for his work and character, but 
whose grave temperament lmd not tho buoyancy and 
brightness which often refreshed him in tho other two. 
David also was considering the question whether lie could 
face the responsibilities of the presbyterato ; but ho had 
been more familiarised than Eutyohos with tho existence 
of ecclesiastical unworthiness by his longer and more 
varied experience. 

So Chrysostom set sail, accompanied by tho Deacon Her- 
acleides a man of tho highest worth — by some other 
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presbyters and deacons, and by David. He had already 
sent before him Cyrinus of Chalcedon, Paul of Heraclea, 
and Palladium of Helenopolifl, who were to aot as his assfes- 
sol's. In the guileless straightforwardness of his disposi- 
tion he was unaware of the fact that the first two were 
wholly out of sympathy with himself, even if they had 
not yet assumed the attitude of his open enemies. Still 
more generous and guileless was the arrangement which 
he made for a substitute to supply his place in the pulpit 
of St. Sophia during his absence. He appointed the worth- 
less Severian of Gabala to fulfil this function, and Severian 
of Gabala was a contemptible intriguer of the most vulgar 
description. 

Gabala was a town of Galilee, and its bishop under 
ordinary circumstances would have been of less account 
in tlie great world than one of our obscurest country cler- 
gymen. But Severian was ambitious, and regarded him- 
self as an orator. He did not mean to hide himself at so 
dreadful a depth below the surface as Gabala, and so long 
as he advanced his own position he cared very little w r hat 
became of his sheep in the wilderness. He separated him- 
self from them for years, with little loss to them, but with- 
out the smallest compunction, so long ns he fancied he 
oould ♦further his. private interests. Wealth, rank, famo, 
Court favotuv — these Were the dazzling lures which the 
devil dangled before him. This clerical opportunist 
would hold no views which were not popular; would 
express no opinion which would tend to hinder his advance- 
ment; would reject no alliance, however contemptible, 
which seemed likely to elevate him ever so little in the 
direction of the. ill c h;h i gh digniHoa which he coveted, and 
which a diseased am bmon^Spresented os enormous alti- 
tudes. With the whole meanness of his soul ho was 
exclusively devoted to 

This bubble world, 

Whose colours In a moment break and fly. 

He was thus in every respect the antithesis to Chrysostom, 
whose simple godliness, apostolic simplicity, and transpar- 
ent guilelessness he despised from the whole height of his 
own inferiority. 



820 


GATHERING CLOUDS 


Severian's appearance reflected his character. He was 
unotuous and portly. His hair was oiled and curled in a 
manner which would have reminded our latest Laureate 
of an Assyrian bull. His face was broad, his features 
regular, his dress irreproachable, and lie had gained a 
character for boundless affability by cultivating a smile 
so Bunny that it would have ripened a peach. He could 
never contemplate the short figure, humble dress, and 
brusque manners of Chrysostom without an inward mur- 
mur against the indisoriminating obliquities of fortune. 
How muoh more popular and imposing a Patriarch he 
would himself have made i He oould see himself, in his 
own ecstatic imagination, sailing through the small pom- 
posities of gorgeous functions in a manner so supremely 
ornamental that, externally at least, the whole Church 
oould not have failed to be edified. He would have out- 
shone UeotariuB himself I Whereas this John of Antiooh, 
who wore no vestments to apeak of and gave no banquets, 
relied on mere goodness and spirituality, and was only 
oared for by the poorer classes. He lmd been fired to strug- 
gle out of his provincial obscurity by the ‘ sucooss ’ — for so 
he enviously regarded it— of Antiochus, Bishop of another 
Syrian town — Ptolernais. Antiochus had loft his diocese 
for the grander and more glaring theatre of the capital. 
He had been asked to preach hr St. Sophia; had created 
a oertain reputation for eloquence ; had for a time boon 
‘the vogue' in fashionable oiroles; had been introduced 
at Court; and whenever he oondesoondod to go back to 
ins humble ‘throne' at Ptolemaia, wont back with a 
purse heavily replenished, and in a blaze of popularity. 
And yet Severian was quite convinced that, as an ora- 
tor, he could easily surpass anything whioh Antioohus 
oould do. 

So he occupied himself some time in preparing and 
committing carefully to memory a stock of sermons ; and 
when he felt sure that they were polished into sufficient : 
sonorousness and inanity, he set sail for Constantinople, 
convinced that no misfortune could happen to tho barquo 
whioh earned Sevenan and his sermons. Arrived at the 
Capital, he waited on the Arohbishop, treated him with' 
^Jijeot, deference, and begged that he would ask him to " 
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preach in St. Sophia. The invitation was not difficult to 
obtain, for strangers, and especially bishops, were fre- 
quently requested to deliver the sermon; although the 
people were so much fonder of hearing Chrysostom that, 
even in the Cathedral, they would sometimes venture to 
clamour and remonstrate if they saw anyone ascend the 
pulpit in his place. 

So Severian was asked to preach, and, selecting the ser- 
mon which he regarded as most original and striking, and 
practising it in his lodging before a large silver mirror 
until he felt himself perfect in the most accidental and 
spontaneous gestures, he seized his chance. At first the 
people were inclined to titter at his harsh and unfamiliar 
Syrian accent; but as soon as they grew accustomed to 
his voice they were delighted with the apparently unpre- 
meditated flow of sonorous, vapid, and conventional rhet- 
oric* It tickled their ears without in the least disturbing 
their consciences, or giving them the trouble of thinking 
of anything which might interrupt their vices or ruffle 
their self-satisfaction. The aristocratic world was spe- 
cially delighted. These sermons were charmingly short 
and exquisitely unctuous. One had time, when they were 
over, to go to the theatre. There were no offensive attacks 
on diiess; no stringent demands for self-denial; nothing 
to disquiet the serene Conventionality of routine religion- 
ism, or to force the hypoorite to look inwards at the many- 
headed monster of his own ill-regulated passions. Here 
indeed was ft delightful preacher 1 Cnstricia, Marsa, Epi- 
graphia, could listen to such sermons for ever without 
being tired I How immensely superior to the crude vio- 
lence and uncourfcly personalities of the Antiochene 
intruder, for whom they had no one to thank but the 
'wicked Eutropius ! Severian was such a dear man I The 
female world of Constantinople was soon at his feet. 

So the Bishop of Gabala was successful beyond his 
wildest dreams, and — heaven of heavens I — the Emperor 
and the Empress themselves actually asked that he might 
be presented to them. Iu spite of the obsolete canon which 
forbade the transference of bishops to other dioceses, 
Severian might be translated. If he could only kiok down 
the humble and hated ladder by which he had ascended, he 
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might — who knows? — become Patriarch of Constantinople 
itself 1 Oh 1 Paradise I 

i Such was the man whom, in his guilclessness, Chrysos- 
tom left in his place to be the moral instructor or the 
people. It was not his fault. Ho was himself intensely 
humble. He was so generous a critic that, always seek- 
ing the good in every sermon, lie thought every sermon 
good, and better than any which lie oould preach himself. 
Apart from such glaring evidence as coulcl not bo disputed,, 
he would not believe that anyone could be aotuated by 
rivalries so base as those of Severian ; nor could lie even 
oonoeive of a character which, under its film of iridescent 
semblilnoe, could conceal such Dead Sea depths. No' 
; other bishop equally well known happened to be then pres* 

. ent in the capital. Philip grumbled openly ; Eutychos 
shook his innocent head; David would not breathe one 
syllable of approval. Serapion declared quite plainly that 
he regarded Severian as a designing hypocrite. Chrysos- 
tom's best and wisest presbyters — Tigrius, Gerumnus, 
Cassian expressed their serious doubts about the man' 
and his aims, and the sincerity of his teaching. Bishop 
Palladius did not hesitate to tell the Patriarch privately 
that Severian was no better than an unsavoury windbag, 
|But Chrysostom’s charity would think no evil; aiAl, in- 
deed, it was difficult for him tf> make any othor pro- 
1 Wision, for the Eniporor, who had some right to nsk, 
\had, at the instigation of Eudoxia, made it his personal 
request. 

But though he left the pulpit to Severian, ho would not 
entrust to him (as he wished) the management of the 
diocese. He left that in the stem yet faithful hands of 
■ the Archdeacon Serapion. 

No sooner had lie set sail than he was glad that lie had 
not taken Eutyches with him, for it required a lmrdy frame : 
to hear the trials of the journey. His ship had barely 
reached the Euxine when a north wind broke on them 
with unwonted fury, They had to take refuge under the 
promontory of Triton, and there for two whole days tossed 
t ?? anchor m the storm. The delay was so unexpected that 
ptbe captain had not oven provisioned his ship, so that, to 
-add to their misery and sea-sickness, they were aotually ! 
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starving. Then* fortunately, the wind changed, and they 
arrived safely at their destination. 

The first thiug to bo done was to provide Ephesus with 
a new and worthy bishop. The only way to satisfy the 
factions which existed was not to exalt one set of partisans 
over another by electing their candidate, but to appoint 
someone who had never coveted the office. Accordingly, 
Chrysostom presented to them his friend and fellow- 
traveller, Heracleides. Hemcleides had only been a dea- 
oon for three years, but ITePwos^ iTHian of mature age, of 
learning, piety, wisdom, and knowledge of the Scriptures, 
and for many years he had lived with an asoetio community 
in the Sketio desert. He was in every way fitted to adorn 
his high office ; but he was too good a man for that age and 
that country, and the unwished-for elevation which he won 
by the eloquence of his friend only plunged him within a 
few years into an abyss of misery and ruin. 

The next step was to inquire into the case of the sijno: 
niaoal bishops : and at this stage of the proceedings, Anto- 
tfmuSr being dead, to whom he had sold his silenoe, the 
miserable Bishop of Valentinianopolis reappeared on the 
scene. 4 1 implore your Piety/ he said, ‘to readmit me 
to communion with my brethren, and to allow mo now 
to produce my witnesses against the six bishops whom I 
accused/ Such was tlnf indulgence with which the man 
was treated that his excommunication was removed and 
he resumed the rSlo of accuser. The six bishops stoutly 
asserted their innocence ; but they wore overwhelmed with 
the counter-testimony, not only of lay persons, both male 
and female, but of ooolesiastics. Some even of their owji 
presbyters, in whom they had trusted, inculpated them with 
proofs of the time, plaoe, character, and exaot amounts of 
the bribes by which they had purchased the titles of 4 your 
Piety’ and ‘your Sanctity/ When they were no longer | 
able to deny, th ey confes sed, and humbly begged for par- j 
don for their simoJiy/ thbugli not, apparently, for their/ 
persistent lying. They could only oner a twofold plea, 
and each plea was disgraceful to the Church in general, 
Firdt, they argued that they were not conscious ox doing 
anything wrong in their trying to purchase the gifts of 
God with money, because it was a regularly established 
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custom, so that they were very far indeed from being the 
sole offenders. Next, the reason for their offence was the 
same which existed in the cose of many others. They 
were ounalea — that is, they possessed farms of more than 
twenty-five acres in extent, and therefore, in the horrible 
pressure of taxation in troubled times and under an 
Administration, at once feeble and corrupt, they wore 
not only compelled to pay taxes, but to onforoo the pay- 
ment of them by others. This was a duty onerous and 
odious, and, being purely secular in its character, Con- 
stantine had exoepted the olergy from the burden. The 
consequence hacl been that many had purchased bishoprics 
without a single call to the office, or qualification for it, 
solely because they wished to be exempted from the 
trouble of ciyio obligations. All that they oould now 
say was, ‘ JTabetis con fii antes reos .’ They throw them- 
, selves and their acknowledged guilt on the meroy of the 
Patriarch and his commissioners. Two things only they 
asked : the one that, although they forfeited their boos, 
they might still be allowed, as ex-bishops, to communicate 
with their episcopal brethren within the rail of the sama- 
rium ; the other, that the money which they had simonia- 
cally expended might be restored to them. For, they said, 
the greed of the Bishop of Ephesus lmd demanded largo 
sums, and in order to become bishdps they had boon forced 
to strip themselves of all their own possessions, and even 
of the furniture and jewels of their wives, 

AU their requests were granted 5 only, sinoe the Church 
oould not repay them their vilely-expended money, they 
were allowed to recover it from the heirs of Antoninus in 
the oourts of law. Chrysostom was afterwards accused 
• ' of haste, violence, and arbitrary injustice ; but so far, at 
any rate, he and his fellow-judges seem to have goao to 
, ■■ , the extreme verge of a too compassionate leniency. 

_ Whether his subsequent proceedings were loss anx- 
V; 1 iously merciful, and more summary,” wo cannot judge, for 
we only have the testimony of his enemies, tie was 
accused* of having traversed Lycia, Pamphylia, Phrygia 
Wm*? , apd Pontus, and there, with usurped jurisdiction, without 
Il yA ; eyen the excuse (as at Ephesus) of any appeal to his 
to have acoused, judged, and condemned no 
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less than sixteen bishops* one of whom, Proeeresius of 
Lydia, had been accused bv himself alone. It was said 
that, in spite of the canons, he had sometimes ordained as 
many as four bishops at a time, that he had appointed 
new bishops proprio motu , without even consulting the 
looal synods, and in spite of their wishes ; and that, this 
had been done so carelessly that, in some instances, he had 
couseorated unenfranchised slaves of a character actually 
crim hial. 

Probably there was no truth in any of these allegations, 
although it is possible that Chrysostom, filled with shame 
at the condition of the Church, thwarted on every side 
by perjury and ohicauery, and anxious to get bade to 
the duties of his own diocese, may have been carried into 
hasty measures by the passion of his reforming seal. As 
for his jurisdiction in Asia Minor, it rested on prescription. 
It was only actually established fifty yearn later, by the 
Council of Chaloedon, but no one seems at the time either 
to have challenged or doubted it. Chrysostom clearly 
thought that he was noting within his rights, and was 
only obeying the painful commands of duty, As for 
smaller matters, multitudes of canons existed which, by 
Universal oonseut, had come to be treated as obsolete 
almost as soon as they were enacted; and a man like 
Chiysostom, who viewed all questions in the large air of 
moral and spiritual obligations, was not likely to worry 
himself with the chicanery of niggling scrupulosities \ 

Ae lighW * 

jSuteven now this disastrous mission was not to close. 
On his way back through Bithynia, Chrysostom stopped 
at its capital, Nicomedm^ to bring under his patriarchal 
oensure this time not only a bishop, but an archbishop, 
and one of the strangest specimens whom the office could 
produce. He was an Italian named Gerontius, and had 
been half-physioian, half-necromancer at Milan, He fig- 
ured as a sort of fourth-century Paracelsus or a nineteenth- 
century Mahatma; but whatever skill or knowledge of 
medicine he possessed, he eked it out with theurgio pre- 
tences. He professed to wield a power of evoking demons 
and subjecting them to his control, and he was anxious 


826 


GATHERING CLOUDS 




W: 


to add aaored claims to those of his worldly profession. 
He boasted that on one occasion ho had seen one of the 
horrible night-spectros known us an Onoskolis, which 
sometimes appeared in the guise of an ass. Bub the 
piercing gaze of Gorontiua had penotralod the disguise; 
he had seized the ghostly impostor, thrown a halter 
over its neck, and compelled it to work in grinding a 
ihtlll He so completely took away the oharaotor of the 
harmless donkey that it was henceforth regarded as a sub- 
jugated demon! 

This charlatan had managed at first to deceive the 
great St. Ambrose, who hacl ordained him deaoon, but 
who, on discovering his quackeries, had chasod him out of 
the Church of Milan. He then transferred his practice 
'to Constantinople, and used his spells and sorceries 
among Easterns, who were more deeply sunk in super* 
,stitious credulity. Here he in some way oamo across 
HellS'dius, Arohbishop of Cmsarea and Exarch of Pontus. 
Having obtained a footing at Court as a physician, Geron- 
tius, with an eye to future favours, had been able to 
render Helladius a aervioe by procuring a first-rate 
military commission for his son. Hollaclius, by way of 
gratitude for this use of backstairs influence , was required 
to ordain him, first presbyter, aim then Arohbishopi of 
Nioomedia. At Nioomeclia, in his double capacity of 
healer of souls and bodies, he had acquired great popu- 
larity. Ambrose, indignant at the elevation of so flagrant 
an impostor, had written urgent letters to Nootnrius, 
entreating him to free the Churoh from the disgrace of 
suoh dubious presidency. The easy-going Nectarius was 
too timid to incur the displeasure of the degenerate 
Christians of Bithynia. Not so Chrysostom. He sum- 
moned ' Ger-utius before him, cashiered him from his 
.. .y. iu d y..\e the Churoh a worthy prolate in the person 
of L a* r* 1 !." a philosopher and a Christian, who had 
Utu lie luior of the Empress Eudoxin. The Nicome- 
ui.n-.. ■•ow-'ver, were anything but grateful. As though 
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ii o.. , i / liiiU been devastated by a pestilence, they went 
jrreich : ho' - streets in funeral apparel, chanting doleful 
lii'iiiii'H over :!ie catastrophe which lmd liannanAfl fn f/hram 


.I 11 ™'* ( ': e \ : ' 10 catastrophe whiohhad happened VthienL 
ir. cider m.iuoe the Almighty to restore to them, their 
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bishop. Not content; with the signs of public mourning 
in Bilhynia, their fellow-citizens at Constantinople tried 
to excite odium against the Patriarch by there adopting a 
similar method of expressing their displeasure. 

And thus, os though the hatred which Chi'ysostom \ 
had created by his f eaiJess^igKfeousBTess^in "{Ee corrupt I 
Church bThTs "own clty'Iiact jioX^eerT sufficient, he had I 
now evoked hurricanes of calumny, which were henceforth i 
to burst upon him from every province of Asia Minor. [ 
Every bad, mean, and worldly ecclesiastic gnashed upon 
him with his teeth, us it had been a ramping and a roar-f 
mg lion. 

1 Nor was this the worst. He had been repeatedly ap-^ „ 
prised by letters from his faithful Philip and Serapion < 
that Severiau was abusing his position to intrigue against// 
hijli^Xies^antT sheers and misrepresentations were rife// 
and not a few of them could be traced back to Severiau. 

There were in those days no 4 religious 1 newspapers, 
but the battling coteries of unscrupulous partisans served 
the same purpose of puffing all their own adherents, and 
of blackening all who did not agree with them. Severiau| > 
had twgjpl^ns — the one to pander to his own PQiiSliU’iVi 
atfSHBypiny amount of 'Tlattery "and compromise to in- 
gjr^jte^mrjself with the powerful ; the other, to omit no / 
opportunj^-" ^^suiTepX^tlously creating an unfavourable] y 
opinion^. 'Chrysostom, By these two means he hoped* 
iiTTime to supersede him* Even his sermons, which 
might otherwise have been described as ‘syllabubs 
whipped in cream, 1 abounded in innuendoes jxnd jiido- 
allusions, w hioh were intended to~g)ance off audio wound 
life hearts of Chrysostom and his adherents. 

Of all this Chrysostpip was wanted ; Jbufc he was Jop 

smafl annoyances, 

oFT cT contentions with unworthy antagonists. Tlie spirit 
in which he acted in the face of even the grossest per- 
versions of truth as regards himself was that or the inscrip- u 
tion on the wall of Marischal College, Aberdeen ; ‘ They w 
my* What say they ? Let them sayT* He got the tiling * 
done, and let them howl. 

• ■ But at last ho was informed of an inoident which ‘ 
demonstrated the unfitness of Severian for the sacred 
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functions assigned to liira, and was too flagrant to admit 
its being passed over in silenco, What that was we shall 
hear a little later on. 

The machinations of Mb enemies throughout the Churoh, 
and above all of the corrupted clergy, had boon deadly and 
incessant. Among these there were two who would have 
been willing at any moment to take his life, if opportunity 
should offer. He bad exoommunioated them both: one 
for detected adultery, the other, whoso name was John, 
for murder — since brutality of passion had made him 
actually beat to death a young slave who had offended 
him. But with them were joined all those whom ho called 
‘ the priests who ate at Jezebel’s table,’ and all those whom 
his witty friend, Bishop Palladius, describes as tko 'belly;, 
worshippers,, table-giants, and women-lmwks.' who~ dis- 


worshippe rs, tablfc giant s, and women-lmwks, * who dis- 

f raced the ranks of tne prie dthoodr ‘ The people, however, 
new how to estimate these gentlemen by a very different 
standard from that of their own exalted spiritual preten- 
sions. They showed themselves profoundly indifferent to 
the lies which false monks and cunning priests had let 
loose. _ When their weary Patriarch landed from his 
returning barque they thronged the quay and the Btreets 
in myriads, received him with louder hursts of acclamation 
than were ever vouohsafed to Aroadius or Eudoxia, and 
pressed forward in suoh oountlesfi numbers to kiss his 
•hand that his way to his palace wa8 very slow. He bade 
them meet him in St. Sophia, and there poured forth into 
their enraptured ears the expression of his heartfelt grati- 
tude for a fidelity whioh had withstood the assault of so 
many open attacks and secret machinations. 
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CHAPTER XL 

A VISIT FROM VIGILANTIUS 

Qtmm dissimllls eat nuno a Be Ipso popuiua Christiania I 

Salvuu, de Gubernat. Sal. 

( Phtlit and David,’ said Chrysostom, ‘ Proolus has just 
told mo ’ — Proolus was the young deaoon who helped 
Serapion to arrange audiences with the Patriarch, and ho 
ultimately became Patriarch himself — ‘ that I am to 
reoeive a visit to-day from the well-known presbyter, 
Yigilantius. He has travelled in many lands, and brings 
me a letter of introduction from the Western poet, 
Paulinus, Bishop of Nola. I think you will like to hear 
something about the great men whom he has met; so, if 
Eutyches will take a little of your work, you nmy oome in 
after dinner and meet the Gaulish presbyter. 

‘Eutyohes won’t mind, I know,’ said David, ‘for there 
is not much to do to-dify, and he is anxious to write a 
letter to his friend Walamir, who, as we have just heard, 
is now with Alario at ASmona.’ 

‘Very well,’ said Chrysostom. ‘ Vigilantius will he 
here at noon.’ 

‘I hope, father,’ said Philip slyly, ‘you will give him a 
better dinner than you gave to the Bishop of Beroea, or 
we shall have more trouble.’ 

‘I shall never hoar the last of that unhappy dinner,’ 
said Chrysostom, smiling ; ‘ and you know it was all your 
fault, Philip. But, happily, the Lady Olympias has now 
taken all that out of your hands, and I have no doubt 
she will manage much better.’ 

So Vigilantius was invited. He was a Gaul, born at 
Oonvense, and afterwards settled at Calagurris. Jerome 
has deluged him with some of the — pardon the phrase, 
reader, which, if I dared to quote, would be, more than 
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amply justified — of the worst clerical and ecoleaiostioal ’ 
Billingsgate. Untaught by the way in which hU own 
heart had been lacerated by shameless calumnies, the 
eremite of Bethlehem was disgracefully reckless in the 
virulence with which ho spoke of others. Jerome habit- 
ually calls him, not Vigilantius, ‘ the watchful,’ but • 
Domitantiue, * the anorer,’ just as, after his quarrel with 
the learned, saintly, and aseotio ltuiliius, of whom origi- 
nally he could apeak in no terniB of eulogy too exalted, 
he pursued that great man, even to his death, with the 
name of Cfrunnius, ‘ the grunter.’ Even when ho lay 
dead in Sicily, the unforgiving saint, in a commentary on 
Holy Scripture, has no better epitaph for the friend of his 
youth, whom he lmd once called ‘ his true oollongue and 
brother,’ than '•the Scorpion in crushed to the earth between 
Eneeladus and Porphyrion , and the hydra of many heads 
has ceased to hiss ayainst me,’ — this * hydra ’ being one of 
the holiest Churchmen of his day, whom Bishop PalludiUB 
describes as a man of ‘unequalled learning and unequalled 
humility.’ 

It ia said that the father of Vigilantius was a vintner 5 
hence Jerome calls him ‘ a base-born tapster, a Samaritan, 
a Jew, a man who belches forth his impure onvpulousness, 
Whose tongue ought to be out out by surgeons, and his 
insane head healed.’ But, in spite of this torront of foul 
invective, YigUbRtiuau^P£k^ 

voice of bjshvry. He was a man of blainelosa life, of bright" 

■ intelligence, of fearless candour, and of a forgiving mod- 
esty, which is best illustrated by the fact that lie never 
answered by a Bingle syllable the rancorous and frantic 
vituperations to which he had been subjected by the pas- 
sionate recluse. The extent to which wo are forced to 
disoount the invectives of Jerome may best be estimated by 

■ the fact that lie has nothing better to say of Chrysostom, 
a saint whose holiness was incomparably superior to his 

, own, than that ho was ‘ a mad, pestilent, contaminated, 
furious, and insanely tyrannical person, who lmd sold his 
i/soul to the devil,’ and * an impure demon who drags along 
, -a filth of words like a torrent.’ Jerome, it is tvue, only 
translated these words from a hideous libel written by 
I l.ci.r-l.iuisj but he lent them the' endorsement of his 
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Latin eloquence and his mighty name, And the other 
saint of his day — St, Ambrose — ho described as 4 a croak- 
ing raven, who, himself entirely dingy, laughs in marvel- 
lous fashion at the colours of all other biros,’ There are | 
some men, and even good men, who seem at once to inspire * 
each^ otKer withjrilutual antipathy there are others who \ 
ajeaT'ohoeHrawi^t^one another! Vigilantius and Jerome l 
disliked ^eacli ^offier^alniost ’"from the day on which they ' 
met. Their characters and their temperaments were 
wholly dissimilar. But the Gallic presbyter felt at once 
drawn towards Chrysostom, and there was something in his 
frank impetuosity which attracted the Patriarch’s sympathy, 

Aftor their brief repast, which the simple Vigilantius 
thought exoellent, though he had been warned before- 
hand that ChrysostonVs entertainments were profoundly 
despised by connoisseurs, the two youths came in. 

* Let me introduce to you,’ said Chrysostom, ‘two of 
my young secretaries, Philip of Antioch, and David — of 
Constantinople at present, but once of Nazareth.’ 

‘Of Nazareth?’ ashed Vigilantius. ‘I know well the 
village where Christ was born. I visited it when I was 
staying with the saintly llufinus at Jerusalem. Never , ' 
oan I forget its sweet, green valleys, and the prospect 
from its hill, on whose summit the Lord Jesus in Hik 
happy boyhood must httve 3tood so often.’ He fixed so 
earnest a gaze on David’s face that the youth was not 
sorry when Eutyohes came in, and called him to settle 
some point in the Patriarch’s correspondence about which 
lip was uncertain. 

1 4 Who is that youth from Nazareth? ’ asked Vigilantius. 

4 I fear I stared at him too rudely, and made him blush. 
But my reason was that I have seen in the catacombs of 
St. Callistus, at Nome, a picture^ oMJhrist of which his 
face at once reminded me. 

1 1 A picture of Christ I ’ said Chrysostom. 4 Are there / 
suoh in existepoe? I thought that we had every reason j 
to disapprove of all attempts to represent Him in His 
human aspeot. The Council of Elibevis forbade it, and 
•the great Eusebius of Caesarea was almost indignant with 
the Etnpress Constantia when she asked him to prooure 
hkr a pioture of Christ.’ 
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< That is time,’ said Vigilantius. * This catacomb-picture 
is the earliest attempt to represent the Soil of God, and 
is later than the days of Constantine. But in Palestine I 
heard that there were some dim and faint traditions about 
His human aspect, which were repeated to mo, especially 
as to the wonderful sweetness ot His smile 5 and your 
young secretary reminded me both of tills description and 
of the picture in the crypt of St. Callialus.’ 

1 Ah 1 * said Chrysostom, ‘ there is a something about 
him which, out of reverence and humility, ho keeps in the 
depths of his heart; but I may tell you — if you will 
promise not to speak of it — that lie is lineally descended 
from the family of the Desposyni.’ 

The wonder and surprise of Vigilantius remained un- 
expressed, for at this moment David came back; but, 
rising from his seat, he grasped the youth’s hand, and 
apologised for having stared at him, as ho was interested 
in one who had been horn at Nazareth. 

David readily forgave him, and Chrysostom said : 1 You 
have mentioned to us the pictures in Iho Catacombs 5 avo 
they not being also introduced into olmrohos in tlie 
West?’ 

‘The first church which I have seen painted all over 
with pictures,’ said Vigilantius, ‘is that of my kind* friend , 
Paulinus, Bishop of Nola.’ * 

‘It is a Church of St. Felix of Nola, is it not?’ said 
Chrysostom. 

‘Yes, he is devoted to St. Felix. He writes a poem in 
his honour every year ; he has an immense festival in his 
honour on the day of his martyrdom, and has painted the 
whole church with Beenes from his history.’ 

‘ It is a serious innovation,’ said Chrysostom. 

‘ It is,’ said Vigilantius, ‘ and, in my humble opinion, in 
these days, a dangerous one. Paulinus calls his pictures 
“ The Bible of the laity,” but it is mainly a Bible of St. 
Felix.* 

‘ Who was St, Felix of Nola, sir ? ’ asked Philip. 

‘Only to think that you should not know,’ said Chrys- 
ostom, whose intercourse with Philip was habitually play- 
ful. ‘Why, even a boy like Eutychea would tell you 
that. 
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‘Will your Beatitude try him? ’said Philip, revenging 
himself by a title which, in public, his adopted father could 
hardly reprove, ‘ Eutyohes I ’ he called out, ‘his Beatitude 
wants you.’ 

‘Philip does not know who St. Felix of Nola was!’ 
said Chrysostom. ‘Tell him, Eutyches.’ 

Eutyohes looked puzzled. ‘ Come, Eutyches,’ said 
Philip, 'the Patriarch wants you to' pour out the stores 
of your erudition, aud to shame my ignorance.’ 

‘ This must be one of Philip’s jokes, my Lord,’ said 
Eutyches. ‘ Frankly, I don’t know.’ 

Philip smiled in misoliievous triumph. ‘Well,’ said 
Chrysostom, ‘ Vigilantius will tell you.’ 

‘ Felix,’ said Vigilantius, ‘ was a priest of Nola who was 
a. confessor in the persecutions of Deoius and Valerian, 
but of whom little is known except legends. I will tell 
these youths one pretty story about him. On one occasion 
lie was being pursued by the soldiers during the persecu- 
tion. He had barely time to hide himself in a oave on 
the mountain-side, and a spider instantly spun its web 
over the entrance. The pursuers, seeing the spider’s web, 
did not enter the oave. “ Ubi Deus esf, said Felix as he 
came out after they had passed : “ ibi aranea mums ; ubi 
non eat, ibi innrus aranea. ’ ’ 

‘Translate that for Philip’s benefit, Eutyches,’ said 
Chrysostom. 

‘ “ Where God is,” ’ said Eutyohes ; * hut Philip knows 
it without my translation — “there a spider’s web is a 
wall ; where He is not, a wall is but a spider’s web.” 1 

‘ Thank you, sir,’ said Philip ; ‘ and now that Eutyches 
lias made me blush by his erudition ’ — he looked at the 
Patriaroh with twinkling eyes — • ‘ ho had better go back 
to his work, or we shall get behindhand.’ 

Eutyohes punished Philip by an unobserved pull at 
his ear as he went out, for whioh he was repaid after- 
wards. 

‘Tell us more about the Chapel of Paulinus,’ said 
Chrysostom. ‘Are his pictures really useful?’ 

* Far from it,’ said Vigilantius. * The half-Pagan rustics 
practioally worship them.’ 

‘I hope not; that were an idolatry to be abhorred of 
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Christians. But surely Paulinus does not venture to 
paint Christ?’ 

j ‘No; he stops short there,’ said Vigilantius. ‘When 
/ lie wants to indicate Christ ho paints a snow-whito lamb 
[ under a bloodstained cross. Another of his novelties is to 
? have endless oandles burning round the shrine of St. Felix, 
j even in the daytime; and he undoubtedly prays to him, 
i as if the saints wore ubiquitous.’ 

I 1 1 am unwilling to say anything sovoro of a *truly good 
man like my brother, the Bishop of Nola,’ said Chrysostom, 

I 4 but I will confess to you tlmt nmcli of this seoms to me 
I to be fraught with danger, aud to bo utterly unwarranted 
^ by Holy Writ.’ 

' ‘ I love and honour Paulinus,’ said Vigilantius, ‘ but, 

my lord Patriarch, I cannot but admit that being, ns ho is, a 
' late convert from Paganism, be lias carried hi to Uliristiajuty,. 
much Pagan riJ^Un^^^ Perhaps’ 

I spetik witliunbecoiTung freedom before youriOigmty ? ’ 
‘Speak freely,’ said Chrysostom; ‘and as for titles, I 
gladly exonerate all my visitors from using thorn.’ 

‘I was going to be so bold as to say that thorn soems 
to be some truth in the ^o m jil j jirkohFftiMiia whoii ho says 
oj^ghristians^. 44 The sftonRcea of the lioathon you have 
| turnedlnK’love-feasts, their idols into martyrs, whom you 
worship with similar devotion ; yflu propitiate the shades 
■ of the dead with wine and vanities ; tho solemn days of 
| the Gentiles you keep with them, and — though this, thank 
a God I is not true of all — certain it is that you have changed 
f nothing from their manner of life.” ’ 

4 Faustus the Manichee? Wo3 he not once atoaoher of 
Augustine of Hippo, some of whose writings I have road ? ’ 

• 4 Yes. Faustus spoke severely, but thore is a terrible 
substratum of fact under his denunciations.’ 

4 It is too true,’ said the Patriarch; ‘there is muoh to 
fear from this re-intrusion of Pa gan ritu al into tho Chris- 
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himself. I have heard him bitterly deplore the orgies of ! 
drunkenness, and other grave scandals, caused by the 
nightly vigils which the Council of Eliberis so strongly 
condemned, as Augustine of Hippo has also done. As for 
relic-worship, even Jerome sneers at “ superstitious woman- 
lings” grovelling over supposed fragments of the true Jg 
Cross. If the example of Pauliuus prevails, we shall soon 
havo^a new polytheism. What need have we"to pray to 
inVpelfeormorfalsr^vIien we can pray to Christ? Is it not 
monstrous, Bishop, to imagine that they are more com- 
passionate than He, or that we need to thrust their inter- 
cession between our souls and His infinite tenderness? 
Jerome has no language too abusive to denounce me for 
holding these opinions; he taunts me with incredible 
ignorance; he expresses a pious hope that during my 
snores I may be destroyed like the firstborn of Egypt. 
But when lie condescends to arguments, all that he can 
adduce seem to my simplicity to be so sophistically mis- 
applied that even a well-taught child could answer them.’ 

‘ Ah 1 ’ said the Patriarch, * I am sorry that he should 
thus speak and write of you. This ferocity which cannot 
forgive a difference of opinion is the plague-spot of our 
Christianity. How intensely we all need the verse, “I 
said I tfill take heed to my ways, that I offend not with 
my tongue .” 3 

‘Amen I and amen I ' said Vigilantius. ‘When I read 
how Jerome says that I am more pernicious than Cacus or 
Oreryon, a more portenfcods monster than Leviathan or the 
Nemeau lion, I am only sorry for him, and for the effect 
of such a stylo on the minds of others — not for myself. 

It cannot hurt me. His offenoe is more rank when he 
tries to blacken my character by a ridiculous story. He 
says that one night, when there was an earthquake at 
Bethlehem, I leajit out of bed, equally destitute of faith and 
olothing, and, being intoxicated, remained at night pray- 
1 ing in the Cave of the Nativity as naked as Adam and Eve 
in Paradise. His falsehood that I was intoxicated — - which 
I have never been in my life — is his way of reviving the 
untrue sneer that my father was a publican. May God 
forgive him I I am sure I do.’ 

1 4 Alas ! * said Chrysostom, ‘ it is language like this whioh 
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makes the heathen say, with a sneer, “ There was a day 
when even Christians loved one another.” But why is he 
so vehemently embittered against you? Wore you not his 
guest at Be thlehem ? ’ 

‘I was, 'ffisliopT'and, oh! with wlmt roverenoe my soul 
was filled when I was sheltered in his cava, whioh is olose 
by the cave of Christ’s nativity. I oan sympathise with 
Jerome when ho calls tho village of Bethlehem more 
august than, the city of Rome.’ 

, * His must be a delightful life.’ 

. ‘ It might be,’ said tho Gaul, with a sad smile. ‘ The 

I place is full of charm. The fields in spring are embroidered 
.} with blue and purple and orirason flowers, like tho High 
! Priest’s epliod, and they ring with the songs of birds. In 
; summer there are thesliadowa of tho hills, and of groves rich 
| in foliage. In autumn it was plonsant to pace tho leaf- 
| strewn walks. Even in winter there was no fear of cold, 
for there is an abundance of fuel.’ 

‘ Happy .Jerome 1 ’ ! 

‘Ho, not happy, I fear, Yet Jerome might be as happy 
as anyone. He lives pen in hand, and lias tho delight of 
constant occupations. Pie daily teaches tho two noble 
ladies, Paula and Eustochium, who came with him from 
Rome; he writes many letters find many books j* lie in- 
structs the monks; ho educates the boys of bis monos- 
teries, and preaohes to tlio pilgrims, who swarm in lam- ,4 
dreds to his ccenobium.’ 

be happy?*’ 0 '* C ° m ° 3 ^ ihftl y0Ll onl J sa y his hfo j 

‘ For two reasons. First, ho makes himself ill, frotful, ^ 
and irritable with over-asoetioism ; and, next, ho is always 1 
mvolviug himself iii a whirl of controversies, wliibh ho 
renders ten times more bitter by his ferocious eloquence.’ \ 

; You have not yet told us why his angor burns so' 1 
fiotly against you . a 

u ^i ^ cause ^ ^ re to hold some of tho opinions 1 1 
which the wronged Jovinian also held, against which, ^ 
Jerome has written his fiercest denunciations, Jovinian, ^ 
as you know, had been a monk and an osoetio, who wore ’% 
lived on, bread and water, and evemf 
went about in winter with bare feet, Experience ooii^ 
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vinoed him that there was no essential moral or spiritual 
profit in this will-worship. He never married, but liej 



iy marriage is m all respeots as sacred as celibacy?! 
Did not Clement of Alexandria say that to disparage! 
marriage was to diaparago the Apostles? Was nob St. 
Peter married? Did not the holy Philip give his daugh- 
ters in marriage? Does not St. Paul say that a bishop 
must be the husband of one wife? Did not Athanasius 
say that “nothing prevented the right of a bishop to! 
marry if he chose ” ? 

‘ Mnmage,’ said Chrysostom. , * _is honourabl e in all. 

I hrryomyself ventured to saycCsfcinctly, “ Enjoy'tiie 
married stale with due moderation, and you shall be first 
in the kingdom of heaven, and enjoy all blessing.” But 
you would not disparage celibacy for such as foel them- 
selves called to it?' 

‘No,’ said Vigi lan tins ; ‘but when I consider the vile 
custom of living with ctgapetce , with which even imperial 
laws have tried to grapple in vain, it is clear to me that*; 
the enforcement on the many of an ideal possi ble o nly? • j 

jggr in jW/t 

pastTa^ource ’oTlhTffie' n s e 'de mo ral i satioif and a curse" to!* , f 

tKT^.hnifl rfesii orcfoa r" — — ■*'" ~"r 

* Was tins t!leomy*groun d of Jerome's wrath? 1 
‘No/ said Vigilantius. Lave ventured to raise piy 
voice against ivlmt seem to me to be trivialities and 
superstitions ; and I have held this to be all the more incum- 
bent on me, because herein I oppose the current tendencies,’ 

*13 it truo that you have denounced fasting? 1 



temperaments it makes the Christian lifo not more easy, 
but more difficult.’ ‘ 

Hero PTiilip ventured to interpose a question. ‘ Bishop,’ 
he said, ‘may I ask the Presbyter what he would say to 
the words, “But the days shall come when the Bridegroom 
shall be taken from them. Then shall they fast, in those 
days”?’ 
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♦Ioould reply, 5 said Yigil&ntius, 6 but it will be more 
respeot£ul i£ I leave the answer with the Patriarch/ ■ 
‘That text does not apply, Philip/ said Chrysostom, 
♦These are in no sense the days when the Bridegroom it 
taken from us. He is with us always, even to the end o J 
the world; and much more with us than He could he bj 
:> His bodily presence. My views about fasting have change^ 
/ greatly since the days when I destroyed my health by i 
\ for ever/ 

4 As to fasting/ said Vigilantius, ‘Jerome, in his to 
famous letter to Eustoohium, shows how absolute!, 

| powerless it was to deliver him even from the temptation 
) which he most hated, But one of the truest sainta 1 eye 
I knew told me that f^th^^nmdc him Jmtt^le aud H 
b, te mp ered ; that it robbed rum of command over his act 
! feeTmgaTknd expressions; that it nmkes his tongue, lip 
and brain no longer in his power; that it deprives him j 
1 many ways of all aelE-cormnand, makes him use the wioi 
1 word fob the right, makes him seem out o£ temper wht 
/ he is not, and makes him smile or laugh when he oug 
/ to be serious, Worse than all, he said that when though 
present +1 ':mselves to Ins mind in fasting, he feels wlioj 
unable to throw them off any more thau if he were so\ 

; dead thing, and that thus they make an impression 
i Ihim which he is unable to resist. r So far from making 1 
J prayers more fervent, he finds that fasting hinders li 
I from fixing his mind upon them. From sheer langv 
1 and lUtlesaness it tempts him to sloth; and, what is wo 
v *o£ all, he says that even moderate fasting is so undenia 
£ a means of temptation os to expose him to thoughts fr 
which he would habitually turn with shame and abl 
re nee. Yet he persists in fasting, because he says tha 
\ is enjoined by God. Surely this is a fatal error? We; 

] to fly from temptation, not seek it ; and God would ne 
J have enjoined that which is for most men a source 
\ greater moral difficulties/ 

c T he right fasting / said Chrysostom, * is hah ittml ro gd 
tiara and abstinence from eyiL My predecessor, Greg 
, ol Sazianzius^nce, mosi wisely, kept his Lent by sile 




i 1 


because he felt himself ton much tempted to haaty wc 
And. in that beautiful " Shepherd,” by Hevrana, whi} 
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gave to you boys the other day, Philip — you remember 
what the good Shepherd says to Hernias ? ’ 

‘Yes, sir/ said Philip. ‘He tells Hennas that the true 
and acceptable fast is the forgive ness < of inprie srand t£e 

adva nce in godlht^ S,^^ - — ^ — — — — — ~~ ^ 

my view,’ said Vigilantius ; ‘ and even if I be 
wrong, I hardly think/ he added, laughing, ‘that what I 
have said justifies Jerome in his remark that I wish to 
reduce men to the condition of swine, or that I call ab- 
stinence a heresy, or that my objeot is to enrich my drink- 
ing-shops I I need hardly say that I have none ; but that 
matters nothing to such oon trove rsialists/ 

‘My son/ said Chrysostom, ‘do not let these assaults 
irritate you. There never yet was a good man whom some 
did not call Beelzebub, as they called our Master. Forget 
them.* 

‘ When I need comfort/ said Vigilantius — ‘and I often 
do — I think of Him Whom men called a “gluttonous man 
and a winebibbor,” of Whom they said that He was a 
Samaritan, and had a devil. Jerome’s writings will live, 
and I shall be handed down, it may be, to after-ages as a 
name of soorn. What matters it? God j& lhe ju^g^yngk 

‘ But? you must also forgive your slanderer, ’ 

‘I forgive Am/ said tfie Presbyter, ‘with all my heart. 
Jerome, much as ho has wronged me, is sincere. The 
Church owes him much service, if some wrongs. I shall 
not answer him. I shall not defend myself. I trust my 
cause to Him that judgeth righteously, f shall retire, till 
my life ends, to the quiet duties of my office and my home. 

I kneel for your blessing, Patriarch, and thank you for 
your kindness to one whom the Church hates.’ 

‘Farewell, Vigilantius! May God be with you!’ stud 
Chrysostom, and over the head of the kneeling presbyter 
he pronounced his blessing. ‘ If you are dear to Christ it 
will matter very little that you are hated by some who 
profess to be the sole true representatives of His Church.’ 
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CHAPTER XL! 

A F AUK WELL 

For I am long alnca weary of your Btorm 
Of carnage, and find, Ilemiod, in your life 
Something too much of war and broils which make 
Life one perpetual fight- — fcUTTiiuw Ahnold, UaWor, 

‘What a long talk you have boon having 1* said Eutyches, 
when David and Philip camo out o£ the study. ‘Toll me 
all about it.’ 

‘Well, first you told us all about St. Folix and the 
Bishop of Nola, r 

‘ You witty fellow 1 ’ said Eutyches. 

* Then you pulled my ears, for winch you Hindi oatoli it.’ 

‘It was less punishment than you deserved.’ 

‘Then Vigilant! us told us all about Jerome of Bethle- 
hem, who, according to him, must; be a singularly remiublo 
person.’ 

‘You are no good,’ said Eutyches ; ‘ David is ton times 
ns patient as you, and ie never in a hurry, tvs you always 
are. So I shall ask him all the rest.’ 

David gave him a sketch of what had passed, though, 
with characteristic sweetness, he softened down all that 
seemed most unfavourable to Jeromo. Eutyches listened 
.with interest, and some emprise. 

‘Have you written to Walamiv?’ asked Philip. ‘If 
you. have, 1 hope you gave our kindliest greetings to him 
and Chorismund.’ 

‘I have, said Eutyches. ‘One of Auroliau’s soldiers 
happened to he starting for Illyricum to-morrow, and lie is 
going to take my letter. I must give it him at once. I 
Ahall have to pass through the Ohalkoprateia.’ 

; ‘To the owls with your Ch'alkopvatoia 1 ' said Philip; 
jgyou know I am too busy to some with you,’ 
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* And when are you going to pay me that bronzo what’s- 
his-name which you have owed me for ever eo long? I 
believe you go to the Chalkoprateia once a week, and pre- 
tend to choose it, but I have never got it; whereas David 
gave rne the pentray at onoe, like a man,’ 

4 I don’t approve of bets/ said Philip. 

‘Then why are you always going to ohoose it at the 
Chalk 

Philip ohased the boy out; and when he had started, 
David turned to him, and said, 1 Philip, I want to talk to 
you. What do you think of all that Vigilantius said?* 

‘I agree with it heart and soul/ said Philip, 

* And 1/ said David; 4 and it only deepens my conviction 
that I can never join the ranks of the clergy. 5 

4 1 came to that decision long ago/ said Philip, 4 but it 
was beoause I felt no vocation. I can serve God better in 
other ways. But you are different, David, And Yigilan- 
tius quoted saints and Councils, as well as the Scriptures, 
for his views, 5 

4 And yet/ said David, 4 it is Paulinus, and Augustine, 
and Jerome who in some of these matters speak the voice 
of Home and of the West; and though in these and other 
things their views are not those of the early Church, I 
do not wish to join a bqjdy by whom Vigilantius is treated 
as a monster, and to whom it is due that Jovinian, a pro- 
foundly good man, was beaten with leaded Geourges, and 
banished to Dalmatia. I believe as little as Vigilantius 
in the exaltation of jcelibaoy, and reffc- worship, and thejj 
supreme meritoriousiiess^f dirt ancTself-inflicted misery, 
and the trampling down of the sweeiThatural aff^Ipns 
whioh God has given us, It seems to me uu-Ohristlike 
and altogether J^^npiiiyol. It is based on jiumaujgjtdi- 
napceSi^or qji. false ^ conceptions^ tnyisE^ 

.tcjwtej i 

4 1 agree, said Philip. 4 Our excellent Cassian was talk- 
ing to us the other day about monkish saintliness. He 
exalted one monk above everything beoause, in holy obe- 
dience, be walked three miles every day for yearn, at bis 
abbot’s order* to water an old sfciok. Could he find nothing 
better to do, and the abbot nothing more sane to command, 
in a world lying in wiokeduess ? He told another story of 
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ft monk named Marcus, who had a little son eight years old. 
To wean bim of the crime of affection for this son liis 
brother-monks purposely left the oliild dirty and neglected, 
and beat him that lie might bo always in tears. Finally, 
the abbot told Marcus to fling the boy into a river- — and 
he did 1 And this unnatural Paganism jte oxaltocl ns super 
human virtue ! And, all the time, our Eutyohos was listen 
ing to Cassian open-mouthed with admiration. That is 
iust how young souls are spoiled. I cured him afterwards 
by telling him the story of Stagirius.’ 

1 Yes,' said David; ‘and the strange thing is that a holy 
man like Cassian still upholds the system, though thtssJa 
Boaroely ft monk ish community, however small, which hag 
.not' fca aOTiotbed of enormous scandals — oven the monos, 
tery of Jerome at Bethlehem", oven the coenobiutn of 
Augustine at Hippo. Jerome says that in the holy fright- 
fulness of the Nitrian desert ho found adders as well as 
monks, and Augustine speaks of the numbers of liypocritos 
under the guise of hermits. Cassian himself dwells oil the 
horrible liability of the monies to the principal vices which 
infest human nature — gluttony , uncloannoso, ttvorigfc 


jmgar, v aing lory, wide --above all, that' dospairing ‘ and 
(jnncoountftble melancholy which they call acedia, and 
describe as “the demon that waiketh in tho noohday.” 
That is what comes of inventing our own sacrilieeM, inatoad 

( of offering those with which God is well pleased.’ 

1 But y ou -Can he a presbyter without approving of dan- 


^ ... pproving 

ge imrs and uimatur oi agfiStiflism ? said Philip. 

.^ Teg/ said David; < a simple, tn io_ presbyter. if that 
were all, as St;. Peter. andStl Paul, ancTStrjolm aro con- 




were all, as S£j^ter, giuT St, Pai U, aiid Sirj him aro con- 
tent to call thetnselvGa. Ilut nowadays evory prSsEVlor will 
arrogate to himself the exclusive namo of a sacrificing 
priest, which the New Testament never onco allows thorn? 
i The Eucharist ?’ said Philip, 

/ 4 Philip, is the name of “ a sacrifice ” bo much as onco 
given to the Euoharist hy Christ, or the Apostles, or tho 
Evangelists? The sacrifice of Christ, of His Incarnation, 
atid His whole life, as well as His death, was offered once 
^nly, onoe for all* It cannot bo re-offered. Three of the 
record the i ngt i tut i 0n 0 f tho Lm , d > g Supper. 
7/ V? * ' ^ eTtl ^ one syllable about its being a 
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sacrifice ? How could it have been, when the Lord still 
stood a living man among His disciples ? ’ 

4 1 don’t profess to be a theologian, David; but I have 
a profound trust in the Patriarch, and did not he talk in 
one of his homilies of “offering the tremendous sacrifice,” 
and speak of “the Lord’ 1 Himself sacrificed and lying 
there, anci tlie priest standing at the sacrifice, and the 
receiver reddened by the blood ? ’ 1 v iMfl 

4 Rhetoric is not logic, Philip* I asked him about those V ^ 
very 'wolds, and, admitting at once that this was irapas- * 
sioned and metaphoric language, he pointed me to his^V^i 
Commentary on Heb. x. 9, where lie says, “ We do not offer ^ 
another sacrifice , but we make a commemoration of a ; : \ 
sacrifice.” Philip, half the things which seem to me like * * 4 
superstitious and materialising aberrations from the pure* w* A( e**l 
and simple faith of the Gospel arise from teaching for * - 5 
doctrines the commandments of men, or from failure to 
interpret in their allegoric significance the simple meta-- r , - ' ZJl 
phoi'S of the East* This applies especially to the Lord’s 
Sjjppor. The elements of bread and wine have already 
Begun to be treated as though they were dreadful idols — 
actual flesh and actual blood — although the body of Christ 
is now a Spiritual Body glorified in Heaven,’ 

4 Hotv do you understand the discourse at Capernaum ? * 
asked Philip, 

4 To my mind,’ said David, 4 the fact that it was uttered 
two veal’s before the Lord^ Supper is sufficient to prove 
that it referred generally to Qhrist as^tha ,Bread_of Life. 

The simple Eastern metaphor of “ eating ” expressesThe 
closest spiritual union, and lioa been grossly misappre- 
hended. That discourse, lmd it referred to the Lord’s 
Supper, would at the time have been perfectly meaning- 
less. It was not so because every Jew know that “ tp ^qat 
aT mean t u toJ?e_ united with.” They had read the 
words uHecTaBout wiscToni, ‘Tdo that eateth Me shall even 
live by Me;” they know the proverb, “To oat of the years 
of the Sheohfimh.” ’ 

Philip mused awhile, and David added : ‘ But, dear U/ 
Philip, opinions differ, and will differ ; it is not by our 1 
opinions that Christ will judge us, bub by our fruits. We H 
may go to heaven with many wrong opinions, but not with 1 


. : ‘ But, dear U/ 
is not by our I 
ur fruits. Wen 
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wioked hearts. I only spoke to you about theBe tilings to 
show you why I can never become so much as a deacon. 
The feeling was rendered invincible by the disgraceful 
spectacle of the Churches of Asia, ■when I went there 

with him. But that being so Oh, Philip! I am for 

many reasons very sorry — but in less than a month we 
l shall all leave Constantinople.’ 

; 1 What ! ’ said Philip, with a movement of sudden alarm ; 

y ‘you, and your father, and’ — he bowed his face over his 

if ' hands — ‘ and Miriam ? ’ • 

;■ . ‘It is so, Philip; and our one pang, our sole pang, 

will be to part with the Patriarch, and Eutychos, and, 
• ’ above all, with you.’ 

‘Oh, David I But wliy is this ? ’ 

t X will tell you. My father, being the descendant of 
f. , Jude, whom Apostles and Evangelista callod the “Lord’s 
Brother,” has never been in the least ashamed of liis 
l',' bronzesmith’s shop, any move than St. Joseph was ashamed 

'b . of the shop of the carpenter at our Nazareth. But God 

& has largely prospered my father: not only our own 

Iff people, but all Constantinople, know his integrity; and, 

jp besides Iris prosperous trade, he is employed in many 

l \, . transactions which make him honourably rich, far above 

our simple needs. His brother Simon lias long been farm- 
V ing our lands in Galilee, but we have just had nows of liis 

| death. His only son was Blain in a roccnt invasion of 

Isaurian robbers who swept down even as far as Bethlo- 
hem. My father now inherits thoso lauds, and we are 
Iv going to fix our home there. He shares my viows, and 

If/i approves of my decision never to become a presbyter in 

1 the Churoh as it now is.’ 

pu, ‘Oh, David i’ said Philip, who was now very palo, and 

E& 1 ' t into whose eyes the loam had rushed. 1 And Miriam ? 

if ' You know that I love her, and I had hoped that she loved 

I* ; ’ me.’ 

, 1 She loves you, Philip. There is no levity in Miriam. 

She has never seen any youth whom she loves as she loves 
||f •’ ,, you, with a love pure and intense.’ 

• 1 And yet you doom us never to meet again.’ 

Wi*?,! , . '.''‘Why so, Philip? She is quite too young to marry 
Ktf s.V ' 1 yet; nor would it be right for you to leave him . But there 

mm ! 1 . 1 • 




: 

•■*** J Uw 


A FAREWELL 


346 


are thousands of pilgrims to Palestine every year, and what 
is to hinder you from hearing constantly of each other? 
We see not how — yet my father does not doubt that the 
changing years will bring you together/ 

Put to Philip at that moment the whole world seemed 
to have turned into ashes; he laid his head upon his 
hands, and wept, 

4 Do not weep, Philip/ said David* 4 God is love. 
Build your faith on that. 

4 1 lose my friend/ said Philip, 4 and I have but few; I 
lose my love, and I never had but one — aud you bid me 
not to weep I ’ 

4 Dear friend of my youth ! ’ said David, rising and 
embracing him ; ‘ but you still have your father, and you 
have Eutyches ; and, more than all, you have duty, and 
you have hopes to shine on you like stars ; and, most of all, 
you have' God your Father in heaven, and Christ your 
eternal friend/ But David was himself in tears. 

But Philip would mot he comforted, and both were 
silent till, fur off, they heard the voice of Eutyches in the 
garden, singing in his blithe young voice, as he approached; 
the Latin hymn of Ambrose : * 

* Veni, Redomptor gentium, 

Ostende ^artuui Virginia; 

. Mirotur onme inoculum] 

Tails docct partus Doum. 

As ho appronohed the garden-entrance of the Patri- 
aroheion ho was in high and happy spirits. The soldier 
■whom Aurolian whs sending back to ASmona had come 
.from lllyrioum, and by him Walnmir had sent Eutyches 
an ancient Gothic silver ornament of groat beauty, in the 
shape of a gryphon, with ft brief letter and the kindest 
messages, Eutyches had just been sending to him with 
his own lottor two little pictures which ho knew would 
delight him — one, a really good likeness of the Patriarch, 
painted on a bine ground, and the other a likeness nf 
Wulfila, the apostle of tho Goths. 

Ho burnt into the room full of his news, and said [ 

'■ Philip 1 I have been where you would like to ho — 
Cbalkoprateia ; aud I saw by a certain door the 
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figure of ’ He stopped short. ‘What is this? You 

cannot conceal from mo that you have both boon in tears. 
What is the matter? Is it possible that David and 
Jonathan have been quarrelling?’ 

The suggestion sounded so ludicrous to them that they 
both smiled. ‘ Ah ! that is bettor,’ said Eutyclics ; ‘ but, 
in the name of Heaven, what has happened? ’ 

‘My boy!’ said Philip, and again his tears burst 
forth, ‘you will never be able to olrnif mo again about 
my love for the Ohalkopraleia. David has just told me 
that he and his father and — aud my Miriam are about to 
leave us for ever.’ 

‘For ever?’ said Eutyclies, thundorstruok at intelli- 
gence so wholly unoxpeotcd. 

‘For ever is a very long word, Eutyohes,’ Raid David. 

‘But where are you going to livo?’ 

‘In our old home, not far from Nazareth.’ 

‘ Does he know ? ’ asked Eutyclies. 

'Not yet,’ said David; ‘but the plan cannot be 
changed.’ 

"jw. ‘ My poor, poor Philip ! ’ said Eutyclies. ‘I am bo 
Sorry that I hurt you. What will you ‘do without David, 
and Oh ! this is very sad.’ 

He laid one hand on Philip’s shoulder, and grasped 
his friend’s other hand. But Philip could nob trust him- 
self to speak. It was as though all the brightness of his 
life had been quenched in sudden midnight. 

Clnysostom was deeply sorry to lose tho services of 
Ejavid. After a long and solemn talk with him, and with 
his father Mioliael, lie did not feel it right to interpose 
any obstacle, but he spoke anxiously about Philip and his 
love for Miriam. 

‘They love each other with a true love,’ said Michael ; 

‘ but Miriam is not sixteen. She is too young to marry ; 
nor would it be right for Philip to leave you yot.’ 

‘It might he easier in. a few years,’ said tho Patriaroh. 

‘ As far as means are oonoerned in these hard times, Philip 
wiU not be penniless. He is tho owner of his father's 
’ . °, U8 ® ^ Antiooh, which is let; and with it he also 
inherited a small sum of money, which is being faithfully 
husbanded for him. Besides this, though lie does not yet 
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know it, I have, by my will, bequeathed, to him my old 
house in Singon Street, which brings in a yearly inoome, 
and I have divided what remains of my own modest 
income between him and Eutyohes. I did not include 
your David because you once told me that he was well 
provided for, and needed nothing/ 

* He whose ^desires are few is rich, Patriarch/ said 
Michael; 1 nor would there be any objection on the score 
of even poverty, for Miriam will have an ample dower. 

But ? A very troubled look passed over his face, 

‘My Lord Bishop/ he said, ‘God sometimes gives me the 
power to look dimly into future years. I know not how} 
or why. I only know that I can sometimes see something ' 
of the future as though it were present. T know that I" 
am bidding you farewell for ever. X thank you for all 
your goodness and kindness to David, and to rue, who am 
but a humble artisan of Jewish birth. But forgive me if ( 
I. speak. As I look into the future I see clouds before ; 
you, and thick dorknoss. Pain would I avert my gaze ; 
from those coining year’s. May the Clu’ist of God be with ^ 
you! I know that you daily hear the Voice saying, “Be|: 
thou faithful unto death, and” — yon will need thafcV 
promise to sustain you — “and I will give thee the crown i 
of life.’*’ ^ A 

* I know it/ said Chrysostom ; ‘ but Ho Who for our \ | 
good sends, our calamities to purge'* us as gold is purged 
m/th'e Turnace, hover fails also to send graqq to ncdpjjm 
time of “need. Lotus both kneel down, and pray for His & 
Bresimg"~cvon if it comes veiled in darkness — for oaohf 1 
other, and for us both/ 

They knelt side by side — the Patriarch of Constantino- 
ple and the humble Dosposynos — and they rose strength- 
ened for any fa to. 

The last day of Michael’s sojourn in Constantinople 
oame. Chrysostom, with a heavy and foreboding heart, 
had parted from David, and given him the kiss of peace, 
and blessed him. He presented him with a beautiful man- 
uscript of the Commentary on the Hebrews as a token of 
his parting love. The family wero to sail away at even- 
ing, and all their goods were on the barque which lay at 
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anchor by the quay to take thorn to the port of Acclio. 
With the full oonsent of 'Michael, and in his presenoe, 
[Philip and Miriam had pledged tliemselvos to one another 
in solemn and saored vows, and laid exchanged their gifts 
\ of betrothal. Philip had given to Miriam a precious jewel 
which had belonged to his mother, and Miriam to Philip 
— of the little oarcanets of gold coins which Eastern 




one 


maidens often wear round their hair. It had beon for 
years a treasure in the family of the Dosposyni ; and sinoe 
it consisted of the Mac c a be nil coins of tlio High Priest 
Simon, stamped with the lily, had once — it was whispered 
among them — been worn by the Virgin Mother herself, 
and so had acquired in their eyes an inestimable pro- 
oiousness. One coin was missing, and it had purposely 
been left unreplaced, for they Baw in it an illustration of 
‘the woman and the lost coin,’ and a sign that Christ 
would regard all His work as marred if but one soul were 
missing of those whom His Father had given Him to keep. 
To no one— not even to Philip — would Miriam have 
thought of entrusting this prioeless treasure if Miohael 
had not solemnly told her that the day would certainly 
come when Philip would restore it to her own hands again. 
The two lovers had also exchanged, locks of oacli otlior’s 
hair, to be worn on the heart til,! they mot again. 0 They 
had been suffered to clasp each other in one long embrace 
before they spoke the farewolls wluoh 4 press the life out 
of young hearts.’ 

‘ Be brave, dear son,’ said Michael to Philip, as he started 
with Miriam and her female attendant to the barque. 
4 'It is through much tribulation that wo must enter into 
the Kingdom of God.* 

4 My father 1 my father!’ sobbed Philips 4 1 shall see 
your face no more. It is that which makes me weep most 
of all. 

* Nay, Philip,’ said Michael, solemnly ; ‘fear not. Some- 
thing tells me, quite surely, that whether you and I meet 
again or not on this side, the grave, you and Miriam will 
rbe one, Lgee dark L dark waves before ua all — storm and 
1 tempest; but a eea !T 

o^afe-ahcrCT . ; 

arewellTfareweir!' •* ' ■ 1 
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David stayed on shore till the last, to make the last few 
final arrangements. The shadows of night were falling 
when Philip and Eutyohes walked with him to the quay 
on the Bosporus. Philip had given David as his last gift 
a silver box made and beautifully cha9ed by his father in 
Antioch, and had received from him a golden Eustern 
lamp of unknown ago and perfect workmanship. 

There was no more to say. They knew eaoh other’s 
thoughts. They pressed each other to the heart. They 
could not speak ; they parted in silent tears. David 
stepped on the deck, and the vessel spread her sails. It 
had very soon melted into the deepening dusk. The 
last thing which Philip Baw was the waving of Miriam’s 
white scarf from the ship’s deck. Then the darkness 
rushed down. He turned away, and walked home with 
Eutyohes in silence, only broken by the occasional sobs 
which shook his whole frame. It was not only the anguish 
of parting from his love, and from his friend, which snook 
him. It was an unspoken, immense foreboding. It was an 
horizon which looked to him as black as the gathering 
midnight. Eutyches know that it was vain to try and 
comfort him. Ho could only press his hand in silence. 
The one thought which flapped its wings like a vulture 
over Philip’s mind, and returned again and again to tear 
his heart with obscono beak, was, *1 have lost my friend; 
I have lost my love for ever — for ever; nothing remains 
for me but despair and woo.’ 

Many dark days ensued. All that the Patriarch could 
do, all that Iiubyehos and Olympias and Nicarcte could do 
to lighten that heavy heart was done ; and time laid on 
the youth’s misery a healing hand. The clays were, fort- 
unately, full of duties and occupations; but it was long 
before Philip’s manner resumed its natural brightness ana 
elasticity, and long ore those who loved him best recog- 
nised upon his face tho glad smile which played over it 
like au incoasaiit glaam of sunlight in happier clays. 
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CHAPTER XLII 
THE MISDOINGS OF SE VERIAN 
Superb! a, iuvklin, ed avarlzla sono 

La tre favUle ch’ hanuo icorl acceal. * 

Dante, Ivf. vl, 74, 75. 

A few days afterwards the Archdeacon Serapion oarae 
into the room of the Patriarch with a face flushed with 
indignation. 

4 f come, my Lord Archbishop, 1 * he said, 4 to bring a 
complaint of the utmost gravity against the Bishop of 
Gabala/ 

‘What has Severian been doing now?’ asked the 
Patriarch. 

* My Lord, I was sitting yesterday in the Thomaites 
with the Presbyter Tigrius, the Bishop Falladius, P'roclus, 
young Eutyches, and other's, wh£n Severian passed into 
the anteroom where Philip was sitting. He asked for 
you ; but you had gone to visit a siok presbyter, and he 


again passed out through the hall. Eutyches and the 
others rose as usual, and with them the Ladies Pentadia 
and Olympias, who were awaiting your return, as they had 
see you on business respecting the institution of dea- 
conesses. I did not rise. I happened to be writing, and 
lid not observe his presence. If I had done so I should 
Drobably have risen, although I cannot tolerate the Bishop 
.of Gabala.’ 

4 It were better to rise, Serapion,’ said Chrysostom. 4 It 
is a conventional mark of honour paid to bishops, and has 
become usual.’ 

4 1 will do so iu future,’ said Serapion. ‘The wish of 
1 your Dignity on the subject is more than sufficient for 
^ me, I cannot, indeed, stand up when he passes with any 
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pleasure, and do not pretend to feel any respect for 
Severian. To me he seems to be a traitorous hypocrite/ 

♦ 1 grieve that your feelings aboutTTim ^are so strong* 
You can, however, respect the^ office, even if joip cannot 
respect the man, And~ should we not fight, Serapion, 
against these intense feelings of dislike and disdain for ^ 
our fellow-men ? Wo all have need of large forgiveness// 

Kphhah^is all dev iff Sohiething' 
oFtlie angel ihusFbe somewhero’ffiiclden nTthe depths of" / 
hia heart. The Holy Spirit within us may be desecrated// 
but never wholly lost/ ' " * 

♦I bow to your reproach/ said Serapion. ♦ I will follow 
vour exhortation, although my disdain has been kindled 
by liia treachery aud baseness towards you. But what I 
have to report is very serious. Seeing that I bad not 
stood up, Severian glared at me, and said in a touo of fury, 
in the hearing of us all, “ Christ was never made man/ M 
‘Surely that is inconceivable, Serapion/ said Chrysos- 
tom ; 4 your oars must havb deceived you/ 

♦Mistake was impossible/ said the Archdeacon. 

♦But what could lie have meant?’ said the Patriarch. 
♦What conceivable object could lie have had in uttering 
words of blasphemy which, if be spoke them, would at 
ogee brand him us an hypocrite? 1 

♦I cannot pretoml to explain/ answered Serapion, ‘but 
will you question the othors? Tlioy are here/ 

Those whom Sompiou had mentioned oame in one by 
one. Olympias and Pentadia said that they had been 
seated at some distance from the table where Serapion 
sat, and the back of Bishop Severian was turned to them; 
but those words, uttered in fiorco anger, they u n question- 
ably heard. Proolus and Tigrius also beard them, and 
notioed the look ami accent of fury with which they were 
spoken, JEiitychos, who had been sitting by Serapion, 
and who rose as the Bishop of Gabala passed, said that the 
Bishop goomed first to mutter something which be could 
not hear, and then burst out with Iho blasphemous 
sentence. 

♦ Wlmfc did you take to bo his moaning, my boy ? * asked 
the Archbishop. 

‘I thought/ said Eutyohos, ‘that in his uncontrollable 
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ftI1 g er ho W broken into a sort ol oatb. May I .peak 
further?’ > 

‘Certainly. j 10 speaks about the abuse 

‘Well, an’, St. mu, ay. u m \mm speaking by tlie 
of tongues at , j e ’ 3U3 ‘bo anathema.’ ” I lmvo hoard 
Spmtof Ciocl says u ^ in ovt . r p 0 W 0 V i n g excite- 

you explain I aG if. control, ami tlioir tongues were 

Zn fcreoAy ov l spirit. to call uol l,l«»phemU». The 
“old which orplodcd from the tvralh o£ Sever, an remolded 

S:i' £??££&. ..boat them. Let the BWrop 

be summoned into ^1 y°u nooiisoLoTiH of what had Imp- 

neneT- mvino in with the airs and graces of the handsome, 
SI woll-crroomod, Holt-satisfled eoolosiaslm. Chrysos- 
poitly, woiig j j but rose Avilh so stem a look 

unon'hLs faco that tlu! Bishop of dabala suddenly stopped 
K in the well-turned eomplimenls am remarks about 
tho woftthen 1 into which ho had boijiin to . 

t Your Religiosity sou urn to bo disturbed to-day, ho 

Sa «Scverian,’ said tho Pntrhirohf ‘ it is ronorlod to mo by 
• witnesses, who could not and would not lie, 

«,h "u 0 «u!lT h. their hearing, •• ChrW has not been 

'“n« "an you liaton to hiioIi vain gahl.lo?’ «aid Sevo- 
rimi ‘Why, if I believed half, or ft toil Lit part of the 
things Avliioh are daily; said about you, I should regard 

7 °‘ What may'bo’S about mo,’ said Chrysostom, with 
aontomptnous sternness, ‘is not Uio question. If any 
man can witness aught against mo, let turn apeak. But, 
lie said, Avith a Avave of tho hand, 4 the charge against yo 

18 never said anything of the kind,’ said Soy oruvn, with 
brazen front. ‘When and where did I say it l 

‘Yesterday, in tho Thoniaitos. ■ 

‘Who says so? ’ 1 ,, 
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‘Serapion, Tigrius, Proclus 5 

1 All my enemies/ said Severian. 

‘My young secretary, Eutyches/ 

4 A pert, conceited boy/ said Severian. 

‘Silence, Bishop t’ said the Patriarch. ‘Eufcyclies is 
little more than boy, but one more modest and one more 
blftineless X have never seen. And, besides these, the 
ladies Olympias and Pentadia/ 

‘Special friends of your Sanotity/ said Severian, mth 
an undisguised Sneer. 

‘I blush for you/ said Chrysostom; ‘would to God X 
could see you blush for yourself 1 You, a Christian bishop 
— do you so much as dare to insinuate that these holy 
presbyters, the so saintly women, have invented a lie to 
injure you? Some of them may not think well of you, 
but I would answer for every one of them that they would 
rather die than lie.’ 

‘ Oh I well, if you have, in your usual manner, prejudged 
the case/ said Severian, ‘I can but retire/ 

' ‘Again/ said Chrysostom, mastering a strong impulse 
to indignation, ‘you seem to forget that you are hereto 
answer a most definite accusation. For the moment I sit 
here to examine as to its truth. You will gain nothing 
by insolence towards your judge/ 

‘Everyone knows that you are jealous of mq/ said 
Soverian. 

Chrysostom could scarcely suppress a smile. Of all 
human foibles, jealousy, a mark of mean natures, was the 
one from which he was most exempt, and jealousy of 
Severian in particular was the last feeling he could possibly 
entertain. 

‘Suppress these irrelevances, Bishop/ he said; ‘the 
question is very simple and definite. Did you, or did you 
not, in the hearing of at least six persons, use the words 
“ Christ has not been made man ” ? ’ 

* The charge is preposterous/ said Severian. 

‘ Well, then, I will summon the witnesses/ 

‘ Oh I ’ said Severian, who now saw that escape was 
impossible, ‘stop I ’ and putting his hand to his head in an 
affocted attitude, as though he were trying to remember, 
he said slowly: ‘I have some sort of dim reoollection that 
2k 
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something of this sort happened. Your archdeacon, Sera- 
pion, the most churlish and ill-conditioned dog I ever 
oamo across 

« g HO h language disgraces you, saul the Patriarch. ‘ It 
is unfitting for a Christian, much more for a bishop, who 

should sot an example.' , . . „ 

‘Do not try to browbeat «tc, said bovorian, swelling ' 
his portly poison. ‘I was saying, when you interrupted 
me, that in passing through the Tlionniitea Sorupion, that 
pink of politeness, that pearl of courtiers, sneered at me, 
and did 110 b think proper to risu as the rest did. I sup- 
pose you havo taught your underlings to insult me- — 

1 ‘ ] have already desired him to riso in future,’ said the 
Patriarch, whom the bishop’s insolouoo oould not ruffle. 1 
‘lie assures mo — and I believe him— that ho did not 
rise Bhnply because ho did not soo you, being engaged in 
writing. Ilis supposed snoor is the offspring of your 

imagination only.’ , , , 

i _Land in a lit of angor, utterly disgusted with the 
man’s churlish impudence, l may have muttered in my 
wrath — for after all I am only human —some tiling to the 
offset that “ if Hcrupivn (lien a <Jkrirt,ian , then Christ was 
not made man.’’ As Sorapiou has never lived ns a Chris- 
tian, I felt sure that lie euuld never dio as one* and I 
only express the impossibility by ft strong liypothoBis.’ 

4 Enough I ’said Chrysostom. 'You have admitted the 
uso of the words. It would havo been bettor for your 
truth and honesty if you had not at first denied them. 
Your explanation hardly makes them better. Your remark 
was grossly slanderous, and the form into which you throw 
it was irreverent and disgraceful. As far as Constantinople 
ttis enneovnod your stay Imre iH ended, by my authority 
fas Patriarch 1 out yen off from communion in any one of 
nmy churches. 1 inhibit you from entering thorn. Yoli~ 

1 ’havo disgraced your character and calling. Depart, and 
1 ask Cod if haply your sin may be forgiven.’ • , 

»'|'Uo Empress shall boar of this, said Sovermn, ineo- 

l01 ‘ Enough 1 ’ Maid Chrysostom. . 4 The Emperor lias au- 
thority in all things temporal ; his sway does not extend, 
to spiritual conaurns. You have for years been absent 
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from your neglected diocese, pursuing here the designs of 
your ambition. I recommend you to return to it, and 
resume your duties. Philip, conduct out the Bishop of 
Gabala.’ 

Purple with rage, Severian swung out of the room, 
intending at once to lay his oomplaint before the Court, 
where, by his intrigues and flatteries, he had made himself 
a favourite. But when he got outside the Patriarch eion 
he found a menacing crowd assembled in the Forum. 
Rumours of Severiaiis treacheries against their beloved 
Patriarch had been prevalent among the multitude. They 
had long seen through the man who was adored by such 
ladies as Epigmpbia and supported by such reprobates os 
Elpidius and Isaac the Monk. It happened that during 
the interview which we have narrated some decani — 
humble church servants, who formed a branch of the 
parabolanU and helped to bury the poor — had been in the 
garden below, and had heard the loud voice and harsh 
aocents of tlio Bishop of Gabala raised in objurgation. 
They had slipped out with the news that Severian was 
insulting the Patriarch. A crowd had gathered, who would 
have'beon glad at a moment’s notice to lynoh the hated 
Syrian. Under his habitual air of bravado Severian was 
an abjeot ooward. He entreated Philip to conduct him 
through the mob, whom ’Philip succeeded in pacifying, 
for they all knew and loved him for his bright face and 
witty epeeoh. 

< My life is in danger here/ said Severian. i Come 
with me, Philip, to the quay. I will take a boat to 
Clmloedon.’ < ^ 

* As these quarrels have arisen, Bishop, might it not be £ 
better if you left Constantinople altogether?’ said Philip 1 ♦* 
respectfully, os the rowers pushed off the boat. 

‘ We will sec to that/ said Severian. » 

In point of faot he did not remain absent more than a { 
few days. For Eudoxia and all her clique were furious ' ’ 
when they heard of the inhibition of their favourite. It \/ 
was intolerable to the Frankish Empress that, even in the A 
Church, anyone should presume to exercise any power / r 
except herself* She sent for Chrysostom, and entreated 
him to bring back that excellent bishop. 4 What fault can 

u 
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you find,’ she said, ‘ -with so eloquent, gentle, and orthodox 
a preacher ? He is the only person in Constantinople to 
whom I, and the ladies of ruy Court, and the Emperor can 
listen with the smallest comfort,’ And so she went on, 
infusing into every sentence tho feline malice with which 
she hoped to make the Patriarch wince. She saw, how- 
ever, with a pang that she oould not even move him to 
1 anger. Chrysostom, serene in perfect integrity, lmd long 
acquired the habit of ignoring contemptible antagonists 
I ana paltry impertinences. T^e .eagle does not worry itself 
/ abou t the ohatter of jays. 

r "d1icntlie' EfnprBsiTfiurly teased the Emperor into inter- 
ceding for Severian. By dint of taunts and tears and 
persistence she at last stirred him sufficiently to hog tho 
Archbishop to withdraw his inhibition. ‘The Empress 
wishes it,’ he said, ‘and so, of course, do I. Sevoruui’s 
sermons do not worry us as — as some sermons do. One 
can sleep — I mean, one can listen in peace. Wo shall 
miss him.’ 

‘ As far as your wishes are concerned, Emperor, I desire 
profoundly to respect them,’ said Chrysostom. ‘I hod 
serious misgivings about the Bishop of Gabala, but sinco 
yon and the Empress wished it, I left him to fill the pulpit 
of St. Sophia in my absence. But tho conduct for'whioh I 
have been compelled to inhibit him was so reprehensible 
as to show his unfitness for his offico. My duty to 
yon is scarcely compatible with my higher duty to the 
Church.' 

1 Then I shall never hear the end of it,’ said Aroadius. 

‘ I wish you clergy would leave mo in peace/ 

■ ‘Ecclesiastical offences must bo punishod,’ said Chrysos- 
tom, ‘no less than secular/ 

But Eudoxia was determined at all costs to have her 
way. On the following Sunday, just before tho service 
began, she was seen advancing up the navo of St. Sophia, 

• with her attendants, and carrying in her arms her infant 
son, who was already an Augustus. The complaisance of 
the East had given to members of tho Imperial Family that 
right to pass within tho curtains of tho saorarium which 
Ambrose, with oourteous dignity, had forbidden to Theodo- 
sius toe Great in thd West, when he pointed him to a seat 
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below the step, and said, 4 Emperor, this is the place for 
presby ters ; your place as Emperor is below.’ 

After that, even at Constantinople, Theodosius would 
never acoept the invitation of Neotarius to sit inside the 
saorarium. In the sight, however, of the whole congrega- 
tion Eudoxia advanced, placed the imperial infant on the 
knees of the Patriarch, and adjured him in a loud voioe, 
by the life of the Emperor and by the head of the infant 
Augustus, to recall Severian. 

To refuse would have been to create a terrible disturb- 
ance in the sacred building. The eyes of the Patriarch 
filled with teal's. He bent down, and kissed the sweet 
child, whom the Empress had left in his anus, Thinking 
only of the little placid infant, his memory reverted to the 
eaored scene when the humble Virgin of Nazareth had 
placed the Holy Child in the arms of the aged Simeon, and 
his heart was softened. He could not resist the feminine 
persistence which had not hesitated to go to such strange 
lengths for the accomplishment of Eudoxia’s purpose. 
While his judgment disapproved, the thought came over him 
that this was the wife of the Emperor, and St. Paul had 
required obedience to the powers that be, because they are 
ordained of God. The adjurations of Eudoxia were so 
vehement that it seemed dike high treason to turn a deaf 
ear to them. 

4 Empress/ he said, 4 1 am scarcely justified in resisting 
these appeals. I regard the responsibility as mine no 
longer. On your command, which I understand to be 
that of the Emperor, I will readmit Severian to our 
Communion.’ 

A swift messenger from the Empress bore the tidings 
to Chalcedon, and Severian returned, exulting in hi s bad 
heart at the Patriarch’s humiliation, Yet even now he 
was dependent on the forbearance of the man whom he 
had so disgracefully endeavoured to undermine. For 
though the Empress might almost force on the Archbishop 
the withdrawal of his inhibition, the populace had a voice 
in the matter. They were quite likely to make Constanti- 
nople too hot to hold Severian, and would have thought 
'but little of ejecting him by force from any Ckuroh which 
he attempted to enter. But it was not Chrysostom’s way, 
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to do things by halves. If he were foroed to recall Seve- 
rian, he would cherish no hidden grudges. If he felt it his 
duty to respect the Imperial urgency by restoring him to 
Communion, he would do so without reservation. 

He therefore preaohed a sermon on the following 
Sunday with the object of smoothing down the antagonism 
of the people, and inducing them for his sake to abandon 
their hostility to the Bishop of Gabala. ‘The head,’ he 
said, ‘must be united to the members, and so must the 
Church to the priest, the people to the Emperor. As the 
branch may not sever itself from the root, nor the river 
from its fountain, so sons must bo one with their father, 
and disciples with their master. You have often shown 
your love for me, your obedience to mo, and you have been 
willing for my sake even to jeopardise your lives. We are 
oue in duty, one in affection. As my spiritual children, I 
counsel you to peace. We have had troubles among us. 
Let them Cud, let them be forgotten. Reoeive our brother 
Severian.’ 

. The discourse was straightforward, simple, and noble, 
and the name of Severian had been brought in with oon- 
! summate farce and skill. The vast congregation felt the 
> sincerity of the speaker, and they broke into applause, 
i Chrysostom thanked them for their implied assent to his 
f proposal, and begged that as they agreed to roooivo Sove- 
[ rian, they would receive him graciously. Suoh a triumph 
of brotherly love would bring peace to the Church and 
^ cause joy in heaven. 

To make the reconciliation complete Chrysostom invited 
Severian to preach on the following Sunday. Iln oration 
also has come down to us. It is rhetorical, fantastic, 
profoundly commonplace, and insincerity rings in every 
sentence and aocent. Most of it 'is a sonorous amplifica- 
tion of the blessings of unity. 4 In our oities,’ he said, 

I ' the pictures of the august brothers who rule the world — 
jArcadius and Honorius — are painted with the figure of 
[Concord standing behind them, and embracing them in 
rner maternal arms. Even so, now the peace of God 
|jpmbraces both of us in her throbbing bosom, and teaches 
lip in separate bodies to keep a single mind. War is 
I overthrown ; peace reigns.’ 
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THE MISDOINGS OF SEVERIAN 

The pledge of peace was ratified frefore the Holy T 
Chrysostom was entirely true to it. Neither by wuiu. 
nor deed* nor look did he break it. But Severian wen 
away to continue as heretofore his lies* his plots, and lit 
intrigues — the fat, affectionate smile upon his lips belying 
the rancour and jealousy of his venomous heart. And the 
heavens darkened more and more J 
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I hold the world hut as the world, Gratlano; 

A stage, where every man must play a part, 

And mine a sad one, 

Merchant of Fgnto, L L 



CHAPTER XLIII 

< ECCE ITERUM CRISPINUSi' 

Quantl si teugou or lassii gran regi, 

Che qui Btaranno come porcl In brago, 

Di Eh lasoiando orribiU dispregll 

IUntb, h\f, viii, 49-61. 

4 Philip,* said Eutyches one morning as he came in to the 
day's work, 4 there are four of the strangest beings you 
ever saw in the Thomaites.’ 

* Ghosts or angels — which ? * asked Philip. 4 Are they 
like those you frightened the Goths with on the Palace 
walls?/ 

4 Neither, you tnfler from Antioch I * answered Eutyches, 
laughing; ‘but they look like spectres. They are old, but 
astonishingly tall, and look gaunt, wretched, and half- 
starved. They are dressed only in white sheepskins and 
sandals. Their black looks are long and matted. Their 
arms and legs are bare, and are covered with the marks 
of scars ; and one of them has lost an ear,’ 

4 What do they want ? 9 

4 They will only say that they have come to throw them- 
selves on the protection of the Patriarch. Proclus has told 
them that he is engaged, but that they shall he admitted in 
a few minutes. Do go, and take a glance at them.* 

Philip went into the Thomaites, and saw the four 
strange figures whioh Eutyches had described. They 
stood together, with downoast eyes, at the end of the hall, 
leaning on their staves. Their appearance as they stalked 
through the streets was so unusual that a crowd of soldiers 
and street-boys had accompanied them to the entranoe of 
the Pntriaroheion, and some of these were peeping in 
through the open gates. But the strangers seemed to be 
unconscious of the attention they excited, and stood 
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silent, as if they were absorbed in their own thoughts. 
Their lips moved as in silent prayer. 

‘I guessed whom they must be from your description* 
Eutycbes,’ said Philip. ‘A glance showed me that they 
were hermits from the desert of Nitria. They oan be no 
other than the four celebrated Tall Brothers. But what 
oan they be doing here ? I hope that their presence is not 
ominous. They belong to that — saving bis Sanctity — 
that bad Patriarob of Alexandria, and I have beard that 
they have been most infamously persecuted by him.’ 

‘ Tell me something about them.’ 

‘ I will tell you the little I know, Eutyohes. The eldest 
is Ammonius. He was the companion of the great St. 
Athanasius when he was exiled in 841, near sixty years 
ago, and fled to Italy. He was the first monk whom Rome 
had seen. He was then a youth from a desert monastery. 
The soft Romans were amazed at his gigantic size, his 
splendid figure, his sheepskins, his utter simplicity of life; 
.for, amid their gorgeous gluttonies, he ate nothing but 
bread and vegetables, and drank ouly water. It was owing 
to the strange impulse of envy and admiration excited at 
Rome by his complete indifference to the world that mon- 
jasteries have been introduced into Italy by Ambrose. 
When Athanasius wont back Amiponius became a Hermit.’ 
‘How did he lose his ear?’ 

' He cut it off ; and that is wily he is oallod Parotes.’ 
‘Why? Did he think one ear enough?’ asked Euty- 
ohes, laughing. 

‘No; but in those days Theophilus pretended im- 
mensely to admire these Tall Brothers, and wanted to 
seize lnm by force and make him a bishop. He hated the 
thought of it, and only desired to live far away from a 
corrupted Churoh and an evil world, So ho fled* into the 
depths of the Libyan desert. But oven thither the agents 
of Theophilus pursued him. Finding tlmt he oould not 
escape, he out off his ear, and, going out to meet them, 
said, “Go I your purpose is vain. The oauons forbid any 
man who is mutilated to be ordained ” — and he pointed to 
his bleeding ear.’ 

‘ What a man! ’ said Eutycbes. ‘ But what are those 
scars on their anas and legs ? ’ 
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‘The Brothers are confessors/ said Philip, ‘Those are/ 
the stigmata left on them by the tortures of the Arian? 
.Valeris.’ • 

‘ And the three others ? ’ 

‘Theophilus, urging on them the duty of obedience* 
made two of them oome and work as presbyters in Alex- 
andria. The third, Dioscorus, he seized by force, gagged 
him that he might not appeal to Christ against his ordina- 
tion, and consecrated him Bishop of Thermopolis.’ 

‘ What I Is he a bishop ? No one rises when he enters, 
or takes any notice of him. And where is Thermopolis? ’ 

‘It is only a squalid village of a few huts near the 
deserts, and, practically, Dioscorus never ceased to be a 
hermit; hut he is no longer bishop. Theophilus degraded 
and expelled him, and has done his best to degrade, to 
defame, and even to murder these Brothers.’ 

‘ Why ? Is he a Pharaoh? ’ asked Eutyches. 

‘ A rharaoh 1 ’ said Philip, passionately. ‘ Yes, and a 
Nebuchadnezzar, and a Caiaphas, an Annas, and a Judas 
all in one ; a whited wall, a whited sepulchre, full of dead 
men’s hones and all uncleanness. God forgive me if I err 
in speaking so of one of the four chief bishops of the faith I 
But Truth has her claims ns well as Chanty. Jeremiah 
cursed 0 the priest Pnshur, and Isaiah spoke thunder and 
lightnings against the drunken, hiccoughing priests of 
Jerusalem. The Prophets are full of the denunciation of 
the priests, and multitudes of them are as had and false 
in these days as then/ 

‘What makes you so very hot against Theophilus?’ 
asked Eutyches. 4 Oh, Philip I since you lost David, and 
since Miriam went away, you are so much sadder and 
more gloomy. I wish I could ease your troubled heart.’ 

‘Eutyches,’ said Philip, ‘you are very dear to me. But 
for you and him — ray father — I know not how I oould 
bear life, for all around us is blackness and falsity and 
wickedness. But the reason why my anger burns against 
this Theophilus is because I know that he is moving earth 
and hell to wreak his vengeance and jealousy on him* 
And oh I’ said Philip, wringing his hands, ‘something 
tells me that he will prevail. Our Patriarch beside him 
is but as a guileless child. He is no match for deoeit 
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and treachery. They paralyse him -with the same sort of 
horrible fosoination which makes the bird drop into the 
serpent’s jaws.’ 

4 God forbid ! ’ said the boy, making the sign of averting 
the evil eye, which is, in the East, of immemorial antiquity. 

4 Amen'l ’ said Philip; ‘but this Patriarch of Alexandria, 
this successor of Athanasius, is the wickedest man I over 
heard of, even in the Church • — • and that is saying a good 
deal when one thinks of Severian, John the Deacon, 
Antoninus of Ephesus, the sorcerer Gerontius, the bribed 
liar Eusebius of Valontiniariopolis, Elpidius that deadly 
hater, Isaac the Monk, and a good many more,’ 

4 j Even in the Church ? Oh, Philip t ’ 

4 Alas ! alas that it should be so ! ’ said Philip ; 4 but so 
it is. A had priest seems to me the worst of men.’ 

4 You are right, Philip,’ said Sorapion, who lieard the last 
sentence as he entered. 4 A bad priest is the worst aurse 
the Church can have. Ho is pledged to meekness, and he 
is insolent; he professes truth, and ho is infamously slan- 
derous ; he should bo a servant of all, and bo is the most 
unscrupulous of usurpers ; ho preaches the law of liborty, 
and he imposes the yoke of bondage; ho should bo an 
example of lowliness, and ho lords It over God’s heritage. 
When you ore ordained, Eutychosj remember always that 
a Christian presbyter is a presbyter, and in no sonse more 
a priest than every true Christian is.’ , 

4 1 do not think that our Eutyohes will fail in lowliness,’ 
said Philip. 4 He reserves all his impudence for mo.’ 

‘Don’t believe him, Arohdeaoon,’ said Eutyohes; ‘but 
now, Philip, tell me more about these holy Brothers.’ 

4 It must he very briefly, then, for they will bo ushered in 
directly. Ammonius and Diosoorus remained in the des- 
ert, but Theophilus insisted on keeping the two others at 
Alexandria, where they grew more and more miserable 
' as they began to see the greed, tyranny, and hypocrisy of 
their Patriarch. They entreated to be allowed to return 
to Nitria, and Theophilus, who saw their mistrust of him, 
has hated them ever sinoe.’ 

‘But they must have offended him in some way. 1 
4 Yes, Eutyohes ; and bow do you think ? Theophilus 
is a very idolater of gold. A legacy had been left to hi* 
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sister for the use of the Churchy and he deolared that it 
had been promised to her for her own use, Isidore 
deolared that he had never heard a syllable on the subjeot. 
Ho then began to defame Isidore, and appealed to the four 
Brothers to support his slander* They, on the oontrary, 
swore that Isidore had always lived a holy life. The. 
ophilus was mad with rage. He cannot endure being 
resisted. He is accustomed to treat his bishops, priests, 
and monies as the merest slaves, whom he oau cashier, 
imprison, or put to death without reason at his pleasure. 
He can do this the more easily beoause most of the Egyp- 
tian magistrates are in his pay, But since he could attack 
the Brothers in no other way, he used his last and most ter- 
rible resource, whioh always is to charge men with heresy/ 

4 What heresy ? ’ 

‘ What he calls Origenism, the silliest and most unmean- 
ing of all charms,’ 

4 1 thought that Origen was one of the saintliest Chris- 
tian teachers/ 

1 The greatest Christian writer since the days of the 
Apostles. But some brutal and ignorant monks deem him 
a here tie, so Theophilus denounced the Brothers for Ori- 
genism/ 

< Wlmt is Origenisin ? ’ 

4 No one has the least notion, Origen was a voluminous 
writer ; even in his lifetime his writings were grossly inter- 
polated, A bad man like Theophilus finds it easy to call 
a man an Origenist, and orush him, Then oame the affair 
of Isidore/ 

4 What Isidore? — the one whom he wanted to make 
Patriarch ? ’ 

4 Yes ; Isidore become Hospitaller of Alexandria. A 
noble lady, knowing that Theophilus is 44 stone-mad ” in 
building churches, and that muoh of his fund is grossly^ 
misapplied, gave Isidore a thousand pounds for the poor, 
on the express condition that he would not tell Theophilus. 
But Theophilus, who has hundreds of spies in his pay, 
heard of it, and in revenge trumped up a false charge 
against Isidore, which he suddenly produced at a synod of 
the clergy/ 

4 ‘ What was the charge ? * 
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‘It is too horrible to tell you, Eutychea. Isidore, who 
is an. old man of eighty, challenged proof. Theophilua 
had bribed a youth to accuse him, but the consciences of 
the young man and of his mother smote them ; they shrank 
from the wicked perjury, denied the asserted crime alto- 
gether, and the charge hopelessly broke down. Never- 
theless, Thedphilus foroed his wretched herd of barbarous 
Egyptian bishops to degrade Isidore, and he fled to the 
Four Brothers in the Sketio desert. I do not know what 
happened afterwards.’ 

‘Your story has interested me almost terribly,’ said 
Eufyches. ‘I must slip into the Thomaites and have 
another look at these famous men.’ 

He went out, and found the Bishop of Helenopolis 
talking to the Brothers. Pallndius came, and asked him 
when the Patriarch would be free to see Iris suppliants. 

‘In a few moments,’ said Eutyohes. 

‘ Then I will cotne into your anteroom, if I may,’ said 
Palladius, ‘ and will myself introduce them when they oan 
be received.’ 

When he had entered the anteroom, Philip said to him, 

‘ My Lord, Eutyches is dying to ask you something about 
the Tall Brothers, but he is too modest.’ 

‘I know all their story,’ said Pallndius, with whom 
Eutyohes was a favourite, ‘ and I shall be happy to tell Irim. 
Wliat does he want to know V 

‘ Tell us, Bishop,’ said Eutychea, 1 what happened to 
them after Isidore fled to them:’ 

‘ It is a very sad story, my boy,’ said the Bishop. ‘ The 
Brothers came to Alexandria, and, knowing that Isidore 
was innocent, implored Theophilua to restore him. He 
promised that he would — and. did nothing. Then they 
came again, and Ammonius reminded him that he weIs 
breaking .his promise. Resistance to Iris will always drives 
Theophilus into demoniacal fury. He flung Ammonius 
into prison. His brothel's declared that they would share 
his prison. But the Alexandrians were so horrified that 
they began to murmur. Theophilus, in alarm, bad the 
Brothers turned out into the streets, and in their humility 
they thought it right to go to him. Ammonius spoke for 
them with perfeot oalmness and dignity, yet as he listened 
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Theophilus sat glaring at them with fierce aspeot and 
bloodshot eyes, sometimes pale, sometimes livid, and some- 
times with a bitter sardonic smile. Then suddenly, with- 
out a word of notice, he sprang up, seized Ammonius by 
the throat, and smote him in the face so brutally with his 
heavy hand that the blood gushed out, while he kept 
yelling, “ Heretio ! anathematise Origen 1 ” The mere 
name of Origen had not once been mentioned*’ 

‘Had he never read,’ said Philip, ‘that a bishop should 
be no striker? It sounds incredible/ 

‘It may well do so/ said Palladius, ‘even of a Nero or a 
Commodus; much more of a Christian Patriarch, But he 
then summoned in liis soldiers, with Ills own hands twisted 
a halter round the neck of Ammonius, and ordered the Four 
Brothers, laden with chains, to be conducted back to Nitria/ 
At this point Chrysostom called to Philip to admit the 
Tall Brothers. Philip told him that Palladius was present, 
and would introduce them. 

They eutered the Patriarch's presence, and with great 
humility kneeled, and kissed his hand. ‘It is a joy to us/ 
they said, 4 to see your Sanctity/ 

‘Nay, rise/ said Chrysostom. ‘It is I who should kiss 
the hands of the friends of Athanasius, the scarred con- 
fessors under the tyranny „of Valens. And call me only 
bishop, not your Sanctity/ 

‘Thanks/ said Ammonius; ‘but the Patriarch of Alex- 
andria will never allow himself to be addressed without 
endless iterations of your Beatitude, and your Eeligious- 
ness, and your Dignity, and your Holiness. It will be a 
far easier task for our rude simplicity if you will let us 
address you more freely/ 

‘Speak/ said Chrysostom, ‘as a brother to brethren, as 
a man to men/ 

‘Doubtless, sir/ said Ammonius, who as the eldest spoke 
for the others, ‘you know our sad story up to the time 
when Theophilus sent us back, disgraced and in chains, to 
our brethren for no fault, bidding us anathematise Origen, 
about whom we had spoken no single word/ 

‘ Hptf oould you at his bidding anathematise a saint of 
God r f’ asked Chrysostom. ‘I thought that Theophilus 
himsMf was an admirer of the Adamantine ? ’ 
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» He was,’ Baid Ammonius, ‘ but he turned round in the 
strangest way. Origan held that God is a Spirit. But the 
illiterate monks whom they call “Anthropomorphites” 
maintained with savage fury that God has very hands and 
feet and eyes like men, and they rose in one of their 
fanatical tumults and rushed to Alexandria to murder 
Theophilus for not sharing their view. Ho was in great 
alarm, and, advancing, saict to them, *' In seeing you, boly 
monks, I see the very face of God.” Delighted at this 
flattery, they embraced instead of killing lum, and since 
then he has seen how powerful a weapon lie may wield 
against his enemies, and you among them, Archbishop.’ 

‘No man is a heretic,’ said Chrysostom , 1 because another 
man, in ignorance or in malice, may choose to oall him so. 
But proceed.’ 

‘ We returned to Nitria chained, maltreated, slandered, 
excommunicated, covered with blood. Then an order 
f came from the Patriarch that in every monastery every 
I work of Origen was to be burned. Many of the manu- 
j scripts were comments on Scripture, rare, and holy, and 
I full of learning.’ 

i ‘ To that I can testify,’ said Chrysostom. . 

‘ Naturally there were some among ns who, highly valu- 
ing these works, wore reluctant to obey an order so unjust. 
Theophilus had his spies even in the Nitrian desert, who 
informed him of all that wa did and said. Fivo of them 
were men of the lowest order, not worthy even to be 
porters ; one of these Theophilus ordained a deacon, three 
of them presbyters, and for one lie created a sham see in a 
miserable hamlet. lie then entrusted to them a petition 
to himself, written by himself, full of false accusations 
against the Nitrian monks, After a abort time those five 
spies left their cells, entered Alexandria, wont straight to 
the church where the Patriarch was officiating, and, prostrat- 
ing themselves before his throne, presented him, as though 
in the deepest grief, his own petition. Theophilna held up 
his hands in pretence of holy horror as ho read the libels 
which his own hand had written, exclaiming that if heresy 
was to be extirpated he m ust visit Nitria in person. Ho sent 
to the magistrates to lend him a band of soldiers. To those 
he added the numerous servants of liis palace and tlio baid 
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bravoes who exeoute his vengeance, He deluged them 
with drink, and at their head he started for the desert, 
timing his visit that he might arrive after nightfall. It 
was dark when they reached the mountains and burst upon 
us. In the terror or that midnight, multitudes of the monks 
fled and hid themselves, like Elias of old, in the rocky 

f ullies. The oells of the monks were given up to the 
rutal soldiery. Few, as you know, were then possessions; 
but their little stores of food, their lamps, their books, and 
all that they possessed, were plundered. ’ 

4 How oame you to esoape ? s 

4 We were the chief mark for his vengeance. To seize 
us had been his main desire. But our small laura was 
built far away in the recesses of the hills, and a hermit, 
flying to us in terror, told us that a wild boar was ravaging 
the vineyard of the Lord, and that one of the assailants, 
our secret friend, had bidden him warn us that we were 
to be slain, Flight was impossible, for all the paths were 
blocked by these Sons of Gehenna. Hastily our brethren 
let us down with cords into a well, over whose mouth 
they heaped wood and stones. They were only just in 
time. Scarcely were we ooncealed than the varletry of 
Theopljilus burst into our laura. In then rage at not 
finding us they sacked^ our oells, tore our sacred books, 
smashed our beds and humble furniture, pierced the very 
walls to make sure that we were not in seorefc hiding, and, 
lastly, heaped fuel about our dwelling and set it on fire. 
The flames spread rapidly through the wattled huts in the 
hot, dry, desert air. We had left a poor boy to save, if 
he could, any of our possessions. He was the son of one 
who had left all to loin our community, and had been 
trained among our hills in temperance and holiness. We 
all loved him. He perished in the flames . 7 

The aged face of the speaker was bathed in tears, and 
the Patriarch, as he listened to the tale of their misery, 
groaned aloud. 

‘Even the sacred vessels of the Eucharist were melted; 
even the holy elements which had been consecrated were 
consumed to ashes in the conflagration/ 

4 Oh, horrible I ’ said Chrysostom, 

« Leaving nothing behind him but blackened ashes, amid 
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whioh. lay the half-calcined hones of our poor boy, Theoph- 
ilus and his brigands departed. When we were drawn 
out of our well, half-dead with cold, that was the sight 
which greeted us. Whither should we go ? As we walked, 
hungry and wailing, down the hill, a few fugitives oame 
horn their hiding-places, and told us that as Egypt could 
210 more be a home for us, they would fly to Syria, and 
meet ns at a spot to the west of the Red Sea. There 
eighty of us met. Three hundred had started, but many 
were old and infirm, and perished by hunger on the way. 
Among the survivors were abbots, presbyters, doacons, 
morL k 8 _some of great age, many branded with the marks 
of the tortures which they had endured as confessors for 
the faith of Christianity. We determined to make our 
way to Palestine and throw ourselves on the protection of 
John, the good Bishop of Jerusalem. Everywhere the 
people received us with love and reverence ; but even here 
Theophilus circumvented us. He had sent a moat haughty 
letter to all the bishops of Palestino, in whioh, as though 
he were a god ’ 

‘It is true,’ broke in Palladius. ‘ Ho as God, sitting in 
the temple of God, showeth hhnsolf that he is God.’ 

‘I hope not, Palladius,’ said Chrysostom, ‘for that was 
written of the Antichrist.’ f 

‘Is not that man an Antichrist, my Lord Patriuroh,’ 
said Palladius, ‘ who, while ho assumes the place of Christ, 
overthrows the work of Christ ? ’ 

Chrysostom made a sign to Ammonius to proceed. 

‘ His brief letter to the Palestinian bishops ran thus ; 
“You ought not, against my will, to receive these monks 
into my oities. I only pardon you because you luvve done 
it in ignorance. Henceforth beware how you admit into 
any place, ecclesiastical or private, those whom I excom- 
municate.” Before ho received this letter Bishop John 
desired to show us every kindness. But now we were 
hunted by Theophilus out of Palestine as though we were 
felons. We took ship at Joppa. Our number is now re- 
duced to fifty, and we are come, 0 Patriarch I to throw 
ourselves on thy protection, knowing thee to bo a lover of 
■righteousness.’ 

‘ My brothers,’ answered Chrysostom, weeping, ‘ I grieve 
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for your misfortunes, but you are not under my jurisdic- 
tion. It behoves me to walk warily. A Council, what-* * 
ever its character, has condemned you; until another >, 
Council, or your own Patriarch, has reversed your sentence ')' 
the law of the Church tie my hands. Reveal not why' 1 , 
you have come hither till I have written to Theophilus, 

I may not yet communicate with you, but my Churches 
are all open to you for prayer, and for the supply of your 
bodily needs/ 

‘ They are very small/ said Ammonius, k If we oan get 
palm-leaves, the mate and baskets which we make sell for 
prices far beyond their value, and buy us food/ 

'Still, the deaconess Oljnnpias and her sisterhood will 
see that you are cared for, and as your home I assign to 
you the precincts of the Church of the Resurrection, so 
dear to my great predecessor, Gregory of Nazianzus/ 

No oonduot oould have been more prudent or just under 
oiroumstances of the utmost delicaoy; and in order to 
lose no time Chrysostom wrote to Theophilus in the 
spirit of a brother and a son, entreating him to free the , 
monks from the ban of excommunication. Of this letter 
Theophilus took no notice. Meanwhile the monks, weary 
of their long expulsion from the privileges open to the 
humbles! Christians, drQW up a letter full of charges 
against Theophilus so horrible that Bishop Palladius 
declined cvon to mention them, because, he says, they 
would sound inoredible. Unable to obtain redress for 
their wrongs, they threatened to appeal to the Emperor, 
and to place this document in his hands, 

Then Chrysostom again mute to Theophilus, and told 
him of the step to which the monks would be driven in 
their despair, The answer of Theophilus was threefold. 
He sent some of his own creatures — a bishop and four 
monks — to Constantinople to blacken with infamy the 
names of the Tall Brothers and their companions, by 
oalliug them heretics and magicians. Among the super- 
stitious populace the poor sufferers began to be regarded 
with such aversion os to be unable without insult to leave 
their cells : the preoinots of tbo Church of the Anastasia 
beoame their prison, It was here that the unhappy 
Isidore, the Hospitaller, whom Tlieopliilus had once striven 
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his utmost to make Patriarch of Constantinople, and had 
subsequently ruined by deeds of characteristic infamy, 
died at the age of eighty-five, To Chrysostom Theophilus 
wrote a curt and arrogant letter of three lines : 4 1 thought 
you knew the Nicene canons which forbid bishops to judge 
quarrels outside their own dioceses. If you are ignorant 
of those canons, attend to them now. If I ought to be 
tried, it can only be before Egyptian bishops, not by you, 
who are seventy-five days distant.’ Lastly, he excommuni- 
cated the fourth brother, Dioscorus, had him dragged from 
his episcopal throne by black slaves, and abolished his 
diocese. Dioscorus flecl, aud rejoined his brothers. 

Several circumstances gave Theophilus an immense 
influence, even in Constantinople. The city depended on 
Alexandria for its supply of corn from the granaries of 
Africa, aud for this reason the port was often crowded 
with Egyptian vessels, and tlio streets with Egyptian 
merchauts and sailors. Theophilus was in all but name 
the lord of Egypt. lie could, if lie chose, reduce the 
capital to famine, as Athanasius had been accused of doing 
in the days of Constantine, And not only wore these 
Egyptians, mostly of the lowest orders, at liis disposal for 
purposes of mischief, but lie imed his enormous wealth to 
bribe every bivil and Court official who was open to venal 
advances. 

But as Chrysostom was powerless the Brothers, now 
maddened by 'wrongs and misery, determined at last to 
address Aroadius. With his usual ill-fortune Chrysostom, 
who desired only to do all that was wise and just, had to 
brave the bitterness of a twofold animosity. The friends of 
the Brothers accused him, of slaoknoss in their cause, at the 
same moment that the mind of Theophilus was surcharged 
with venomous hatred against him because he had defended 
them. 

But now the monks secured a powerful and unexpected 
ally. 

The Augusta, in her manifold religiosity, was fond of 
paying puulio visits to every church which was regarded as 
speoially sacred ; and all the more as she had now turned 
her baok on St. Sophia to show her disliko of Chrysostom. 
One day she announced her intention to visit tire' Church 
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of St. John the Baptist at the Hebclooion, where the 
unhappy Gain as had prayed for deliverance from the demon 
who tormented him. The monks, headed by the Tall 
Brothers, placed themselves conspicuously in her path. 
She was riding in a splendid carriage surrounded by her 
guards. Seeing the strange band in their sheepskin dresses, 
she recognised by the tallness of their stature the persecuted 
saints, of whom she had heard so much. She ordered her 
carriage to be stopped, and signed to them to come forward. 
They placed their terrible complaint against Theophilus in 
her hands, and explained its purport. Eudoxia had not the 
least intention to be braved by Theophilus, any more than 
by Chrysostom. What were Patriarchs to her unless they 
obeyed her wishes ? Her motto was, L' Empire cest moi. 
‘The Patriarch of Alexandria shall be summoned here,’ she 
said, ‘and shall be tried by a Council on the crimes which 
you lay to his charge. And you, reverend fathers, pray for 
me, and for the Emperor, and for my children.* 

She kept her promise. Her chamberlain was at once 
despatched to Alexandria to summon the Patriarch to 
answer for the high crimes and misdemeanours with which 
he was charged. He received the command in savage and 
sinister silence. He saw in this summons the manoeuvre 
of a rival. The affair of the Tall Brothers was now be- 
neath his notice. His revenge demanded the utter ruin of 
Chrysostom. He would oome, not only as an accuser, but 
as a judge. 
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CHAPTER XLIV 
epiphanies intervenes 

Ab who should sfiy, 1 1 am Sir Oraole, 

And when I opo my lips, lot no dog bark I ’ 

Merchant of Venice, I. 1. 

One way, and one way only, was open by which the 
Patriarch of Alexandria might hope to ruin the Patriavoh 
of Constantinople. Had their rdles been reversed ■ — had 
the soul of Chrysostom been burning with unholy rage 
against Thoophilus, he could have brought home to his 
adversary orime after crime of the deepest dye, and, by an 
^ appeal to the people, could easily have destroyed him. 
■.But Chrysostom held it better even to perish at the bands 
, of the wicked than to use their own methods to overthrow 
j them. ‘Ye have condemned, ye have killed the just; he 
i doth not resist you.’ . 

' Lying defamation was a weapon in the use of which 
Theophilus was a deadly expert. But he might os well 
have tried to throw dirt against heaven and stain it, ns 
attempt to 'gain credence for lies which oould induce 
* people to believe that Chrysostom was a reprobate. How 
saintly the Patriarch’s life bad been was known to all. No 
human being attached importance to the slanders which bad 
bishops and oriminous olerks disseminated respecting him. 
But surely as a youth he could not have been so immacu- 
late in his white innocenoe as now he was ? Surely some 
old, dead scandal might bo raked up against him out of the 
fetid embers of bygone calumnies in the vioious purlieus 
of Antioch where he had lived till manhood ? 

At any rate, it was worth trying, and Isaac the Monk 
was despatched on the loathly but congenial mission of 
attempting to piok up some rag of slander out of the long- 
putresoent gutters of the Syrian capital. No fitter emis- 
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sary could have been chosen than this pestilent hypocrite ; 
but his attempt failed ignominiously. He could find noth- 
ing wherewith to inoriminate the Archbishop* even in the 
days of his unbaptised and unconverted youth, And when 
the Antiochenes began to suspect the object of all these 
inquiries of this unsavoury moult, he narrowly escaped 
being kicked and pelted out of the city, and had to run 
for hi b life* 

But what did that matter ? If defamation of character 1 
was more difficult in the oase of Chrysostom than of most 
men, nothing was less likely than that the prolific inven- 
tiveness of ecclesiastical hatred should fail to find some 
other means to wreak its purposes upou him, Heresy was ! 
► a ohargo no less fatal than crime. In the hands' of am 
able accuser it was easily manipulated ; and, of all charges, 
that of Origenism was the one which filled the minds of 
the ignorant with the greatest amount of vague alarm. 
Chrysostom should be branded with the stigma of 
Origenism. 

But it would be highly convenient if the charge could 
be fixed on him by someone whose name would not at 
onoe, like that of Theophilus, excite incredulous scorn as 
to his sincerity. Thcopnilus — who had himself contemp- 
tuously, rejected anthropomorphism until it suited his pui'- 
pose to soem to favour ifr, and who had been in every sense 
as much an Origenist as Chrysostom ever was — at first 
thought of securing the services of Jerome. The mind of 
Jerome was intensely sensitive to the slightest suspicion of 
heresy. He had been an ardent admirer of Origen, had 
openly extolled his greatness, had translated and dissem- 
inated some of his books. But now, in his terror of being 
thought guilty of heresy he turned completely round, and 
belied his own honesty and intelligence, There was a 
sort of basilisk power in Theophilus which paralysed oppo- 
sition. He induced Jerome to translate into Latin the 
letter in which the Egyptian had called his rival ‘an ira-‘ 
pure demon who had sold his soul to the devil * ; but th« 
timid Recluse of Bethlehem was obviously unqualified to 
take part in any active orusade, 

So Theophilus determined to make a eatspaw of the aged 
and highly venerated Epiphanius, Bishop of Salamis, in 
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Cyprus, whom no one would suspect of ulterior objects, 
Epiplianius was saintly and fairly learned, but his Bimple 
nature had two great foibles,^ which made him ail easy tool 
in the hands of the astute intriguer. He had written a 
hook which he regarded as a sufficient answer to all heresies, 
and having all his life long entertained that rooted belief 
in his own theological infallibility which is the specialty of 
many ecclesiastics, he had now sunk into a senile vanity 
which made him indignant if anyone disputed his oracular 
utterances. The meddling instincts of a heresy-hunter had 
already led him to a series of gross and illegal aggressions 
in the diocese of John of Jerusalem, of which ho had quite 
needlessly, and somewhat treacherously, disturbed the 
peace. It required all the gentleness of John to forgive 
and tolerate him ; but Epiphanius, revelling in the incense 
of adoration offered by the common people to his saintli- 
ness, was blinded by self-conceit to the disorders and 
improprieties of which he had been guilty. What were 
Church oanons to him, when he was the only man who 
could set the Church right on all matters of religious 
opinion? Canons of episcopal discipline could not apply 
to a man who had refuted all the heresies. 

The name of Origen acted like a red rag to the old man’s 
self-satisfied infallibility. How could any man aay # a word 
in favour of the Adamantine, when he had shown how 
‘dangerous’ were his views? Every competent observer, 
except himself, was well aware that he had never read 
Origen’s books ; that, if he had, he was incapable of under- 
standing them ; and that intellectually, and perhaps even 
morally, he was scarcely worthy to tie the shoes of the 
holiest thinker whom the Churoh had produced since the 
days of the Apostles. 

Theophilus knew his man, He sent him the decree of 
his precious Egyptian synod of sycophants and nobodies 
who had condemned Origen, and with it a humble, flatter- 
ing letter, in which he intensely gratified the old bishop’s 
egregious vanity by saying that he himself — Theophilua 
— had once been entangled in Ori^eniatic errors, from 
which the learned wisdom of Epiphanius had liberated him 
as a bird put of the snare of the fowler, Would not the 
saintly Bishop of Salamis once more save the world and 


% 




t 


EPIPHANIES INTERVENES 


879 


the Church by summoning a Council to anathematise 
Origen and forbid all men to read his books? Would he 
not, especially, save Constantinople and the Eastern world 
from its heretioal Patriarch, who, with the Tall Brothers, 
was perverting his diocese with the Origenistio heresies 
which Epiphanius had long ago refuted? 

Epiphanius scented the heresy-hunt from afar, and went 
over to Theophilus with a bound. Egregiously duped both 
as to faots and opinions, and completely blinded to his own 
non-jurisdiotion and incompetence in the matter, he sum- 
moned his suffragans, and summarily anathematised Origen 
and all his works. 

To Epiphanius the sole norm of orthodoxy was agree- 
ment with himself. If anyone had a religious opinion 
which differed from his own he was 4 a’ wrang, and a } 
wrang, and a’thegither a 5 wrang’; and was not only a* 
wrang, but also perverse, blind, ignorant, and presumably 
wicked. He is in this respect one of the commonest of 
ecclesiastical types. 

Theophilus sent the deoree of this ignorant synod and 
of his own to Chrysostom with another curt and insolent 
letter; but ho, seeing through the plot, and profoundly 
uninterested in * the fury of the theological insects ’ who 
were crawling over the sacred dust of Origen, put aside 
the whole matter as a pdtty dispute which did not concern 
hitn, and sent no reply 

Nettled at the unconcern which Chrysostom showed re- 
specting his decisions — an unconcern due only to the fact 
that he was no more Origenistio than most of the wisest 
and ablest Fa them of the Church had been — ‘Epiphanius 
now accepted the suggestion that, though he was eighty, 
ho should go in person to Constantinople, and set things 
in order in the diocese of a superior in which be had not 
the least legitimate footing. He braved the dangerous 
winds, sailed through the Cyclades, and landed near the 
Churoh of St. John the Baptist at the Hobdoraon. 

From that moment bis whole career at the capital was 
foolish and disorderly. He officiated and preached at the 
churoh, and, as ho had done in the Diocese of Jerusalem, 
again flagrantly violated all occlesiostioal rule by ordain- 
ing a deacon. In spite of this, Chrysostom and his clergy 
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reoeived him with the respect due to his age and saintli- 
ness, and the Patriarch, invited him to share his hospitality. 
4 Not unless you swear to excommunicate the Tall Brothers 
and anathematise Origan/ said Epiphanius, rudely. 1 Nay/ 
t said Chrysostom, 4 as regards that question we must await 
the decision of a General Council/ 4 Very well/ said the 
Bishop; 4 then I shall to a private lodging prepared 
for me hy the agents of Theophilus.’ 

In spite of this petulant rebuff Chrysostom, in for- 
bearance to a senility intoxicated with the sense of its 
own self-importance, sent Philip to the lodging of Epi- 
phanius, the next morning, to invite him to take part in 
the service of St. Sophia. 

4 Tell your master/ said Epiphanius, 4 that I cannot lend 
the sanction of my authority to heresy/ 

Philip was unwilling to carry back so orude an insult. 
Bowing and reddening, he asked, 4 Has your Dignity no 
further answer to the request of the Patriarch ? * 

‘Noue/ said Epiphanius. 

4 He may be a saint/ said Philip, indignantly, to 
Eutyches, who awaited him outside, 4 out he is certainly 
a churl/ 

But Epiphanius, as if he held in his hand the keys of all 
the creeds, invited every bishop t yho happened to* be at 
Constantinople, denounced Origen with all his might, and 
induoed not a few of them to subscribe to his condemna- 
tion, though they knew as little about Origen as Epi- 
phanius himself. All, however, were not so flexible. 
Among them was Theotimus, Metropolitan of Scythia, 
whose holiness of life and loving magnanimity at Tomi, 
on the Euxine — famous as the scene of Ovid’s exile — had 
won the Goths to devout admiration, and had even soft- 
ened his savage neighbours, the Huns, who, struck with 
the loving homage by which he was surrounded, onlled 
him, in their ignorance, ‘the God of the Romans/ Saint 
and confessor, he had even acquired a reputation for 
working miracles* and when he rose, wearing the long 
locks ^ whioh he had never out, there was silence among 
the bishops. Educated in Greece, Theotimus had oarrieu 
some of the worka^ofL Qng en to his Scythian see, and 
there read them with profound advantage « He drew one 
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of these manuscripts from his bosom, and read aloud page 
after page of teachings full of depth and beauty. ‘Is this 
the man whom you want us to anathematise?’ he asked; 
‘this saint, whose holy teaching abounds in lii^h and 
orthodox instruction ? To condemn him thus indiscrimi- 
nately is to condemn the sacred books, wliioh he expounded ' 
as no one else has done so wisely. If you find anything 
wrong in his books, reject it j but do not beoause of it ; 
obliterate all the abounding good.’ . 

It was, however, useless to appeal to men whose eon*/ 
demnation was due either to ignorant prejudice, opiniated j 
misconception, or hateful ends; and Epiphanius himself V 
felt that such condemnation was of very little avail. He 
wanted to appeal to the people, who received him with 
veneration, and he actually had the temerity to announce 
that he would preach a sermon against the errors of 
Chrysostom in one of his own churches — the Church of 
the Apostles. But even Chrysostom, with all his bound- 
less forbearance towards the intrusive old man, now found 
it necessary to interfere with an act of infatuation which 
might well have oansed a tumult dangerous to Epi- 
phanius himself. He sent Serapion to inhibit him. 

‘ Bishop,’ said Serapion, ‘ you have acted, and are acting, 
with diicourlesy and irregularity. Be warned in time, 
or you must take the consequences." 

The firm rebuke made Epiphanius pause in his wilful- 
ness; and he received another from the Empress herself. 
At this time her little son, Theodosius II,, fell ill, and in 
her usual devotion to strange bishops she sent to ask the 
Bishop of Salamis to pray for him. ‘ Tell her,’ said the 
old man — whom we oan hardly regard as responsible for 
his actions — ‘that the ohild will live if she oeases to 
favour heresies and heretics.’ The Empress was justly 
offended. ‘Toll him,’ she replied, ‘that my ohild’s life 
is in God’s hands, not in his.’ Such, however, was her 
superstition that she sent for one of the Tall Brothers, 
and asked him to Bpeak to the aged Bishop. 

All four of them went to him. He had never seen one 
of them before. 

‘Has your Sanctity ever seen one of our disciples,’ 
asked Ammouius, ‘ or read one of our books ? ' 
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‘ Never,’ said Epipbanius. 

‘Ought you not, then, to have done so before you 
- judged us ? ’ said the hermit. ‘ W e have clone so as 'regards 
, you. We have spoken to your disciples ; -we have read 
your “Anchor of the Faith.” There are many who con- 
i' clemn you as a heretic, and we have ever maintained your 
■ orthodoxy; yet you vituperate us without ever having - 
cared to ascertain our real opinions I ' 

1 At last the eyes of the old man were opened. He saw 
) that he had been hasty, uncharitable, unjust; he saw that 
I he had made himself the deluded victim of a wicked 
! intrigue aimed by bad men against the righteous and the 
good. The moment he was convinced of liis folly he 
threw up his unintentional share in proceedings so ne- 
farious, grieved that the last conspicuous act of his life 
should have been so little to his credit. He hastened to 
return to Salamis. Some bishops accompanied him to 
his vessel. His disillusioned bitterness found vent in his 
farewell words to them. ‘I leave you,’ he said, ‘your 
capital, and your palace, and your theatrical hypocrisy. I 
depart from you. I haste, I haste away.’ 

He and Chrysostom parted in mutual anger. He was 
the wronger; Chrysostom the wronged. Yet he would 
not apologise or admit how egr^giously ho had ’been in 
the wrong. 4 1 hope you will not die a bishop,’ said he to 
Chrysostom. ‘I do not think you will ever arrive at 
home,’ replied the Patriarch. Let us drop a veil over the 
■i dissensions of saints — for even saints err. ONE only was 
without sin. If the words were ever spoken, they wore 
Badly fulfilled. 

They are the last reoorded words of Epiplmnius. He 
did not survive the voyage home, but died, on board ship, 
his death being doubtless hastened by chagrin at his total 
failure, and by self-humiliation at his unjustifiable and arro- 
gant intermeddling with affairs which did not belong to 
him, and questions whioh ho was too prejudiced and ordi- 
nary to understand. 

£>o far, then, Chrysostom hoc! behaved with wisdom, self- 
[ repression, and generous forbearance, and had triumphed 
talmost without striking a blow. But now he fell into one 
| of those errors of judgment whioh are so venial, yet so 
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fatal. A mistake in^ this world is often far more ruinous 1 
th an crime. ** 

^'FoT^kisTwas the unfortunate moment which he ohose to 
launoh another of his impassioned diatribes at the worldli- 
ness, the luxury, the intrigues, the meretricious bedizen- 
ment of wealthy and high-born women. The sermon has 
not come down to us; perhaps it was purposely suppressed 
by tbe shorthand-writers, lest it should bring them into 
trouble. But it was at once perverted and misquoted, and 
reported to the Augusta in the most malignant form, as 
though it had been deliberately intended for a flagrant 
attack upon herself. Indeed, Chrysostom could hardly 
allude in the most distant and historic way to Elijah and 
Jezebel without being accused of glorifying himself and 
fixing treasonable nicknames on the Emprass, 

This sort of travesty of what he had said had become so 
normal that lie had chosen a s his third amanuensis an 
excellent youth, named Kollios, who had made himself so 
skilled a reporter that no ‘swift writer ’ in Constantinople 
could equal him in rapidity and accuraoy, Left an orphan 
in early years, he had been trained in a monastery ; but 
finding as he grew to boyhood that he had no vocation for 
the monastic life, he had ardently thrown himself into the 
task of ‘reporting’ as*a means of gaining a livelihood. 
Nothing which could be called ‘shorthand^ then existed, 
but Kallias could practically take down an entire speech or 
sermon in such a way as enabled him afterwards, by the 
aid of memory, to write it out exactly as it had bee#/ 
delivered. It is to Kallias that we owe the preservation of 
many of Chrysostom’s later homilies; and sometimes, by 
referring to the reports of Kallias, the Archbishop was able 
effectually to refute — when he deigned to do so — the 
hideous parodies of what he really had said which were 
falsely attributed to him. 

Kallias had been with Philip and Eutyches at the 
delivery of the sermon on the sinful extravagances of 
women, and Philip saw at onoe that it was fraught with 
peril. As he walked out with the two other youths he said : 

‘We shall hear again of that sermon. Oh that our ^ 
Patriaroh had more of the serpent’s wisdom with the dpve’a ,$ 
harmleasneaa I * T ““' - " rr "" ' ' ' ' " 
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‘Ho would say, I suppose, ’ answered Eutyohes, ‘as I 
have often heard him say, that he can only speak what it 
is given him to speak at the time.’ 

‘Not for one moment do I presume to blame him,’ said 
Philip. ‘But these sermons will be his ruin.’ 

‘But what can be done?' asked Eutyohes. ‘This 
sermon will be represented to Eudoxia in a way whioh 
will make her mad. What says Kallias?’ 

‘I have done what little I could,’ said Kallias. ‘ I 
noticed that the only other “ swift writer ” present was 
Phocas, who reports tor Severian. I know him of old. I 
have observed that he purposely introduces malignant 
words and touches, or gives a turn to sentences whioh they 
never had in the context.’ 

‘ Oh I as for that,’ said Philip, ‘ I had not been a month 
; in Constantinople before I found out that the normal way 
| of oritioiem was to attribute to an opponent something 
i which might pass for what he said. A word or two here 
[ and there, culled out of separate sentences, and pieced 
' together as a 'quotation, makes smart criticism, and a 
’ splendid basis for attacking a man whose real words were 
wholly different.’ 

‘ Exaotly,’ said Kallias 5 ‘ and that is what Pliooas tries 
to do in the interests of Severian. But to-day sdmeone 
has spoiled his little game.’ 

‘How?’ 

• ‘ Oh I there was a great orowd as we left the Cathedral, 
and Phocas was Bitting on a chair at one side, trying to 
write out liis notes, when someone upset his inkstand 
right over all his tablets, so that he oannot possibly make 
them out.’ 

‘ /Someone,’ said Philip, laughing. ‘ Oh, Kallias I ’ 

‘Well,’ answered Kallias, blushing a little, ‘I really 
thought it quite fair after all liis deliberate sooundreldom.’ 

‘ It won’t prevent gossips from retailing the sermon to 
the Empress under the worst guise, I feaiv said Eutyohes. 

‘No, Eutyohes, it won’t. The days are darkening 
round us, I expeot that before long we Bhall have to say 
with the Maccabees, “ Let us die in our simplicity.” ’ 

The youths were right. Eudoxia was informed that 
Chrysostom had savagely preached at her in St, Sophia. 
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The information, purposely distorted by Epigraphia and 
the bishops, monks, and priests, drove her into one of the 
paroxysms of rage to which she yielded without restraint. 
Hitherto she had sided with the Tall Brothers, and it was 
she who had induced Arcadius to summon Theophilus 
before a synod for judgment. Now the Tall Brothers and 
their wrong's were nothing to her. She wrote to Theoph- 
ilus, urging him to come with as many Egyptian ‘ bishops ’ 
(so-oalled) ns he oould scrape together, and to come with 
tiie express object of destroying Chrysostom , 

And his bad heart exulted, and he felt sure that at last 
the hour for revenge had come ! 

2o 
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CHAPTER XLV 

EPISCOPAL CONSPIRATORS 1 

Slander tlio stylus, Treason piled tho knife ; 

And, prenolilng poaoe, Itollgfon practised strife. 

Lain) Lytton, Chronicles and Characters, , 

TheophujTts sent his twenty-eight bishops by sea. Strange 
bishops they were I Men with the names of barbarous 
Egyptian gocls, bishops of oolleotions of mud huts and, 
crocodile swamps on the banks of tho Nile, bishops igno- 
rant of everything in the choir of heaven and the furniture 
of earth* and so completely subservient to their wioked 
and terrorising Patriaroh that at a crook of his Anger they 
would have been prepared to condemn Athanasius himself. 
And these were the man who, afc tho instigation of his 
deadliest enemies, were in his own diocese to sit in judg- 
ment on the chief Patriarch of iho^Easl, the greatest saint,, 
orator, and writer of his age, in the teeth of the decisions of 
the bishops assembled around him, moro, and more honoura- 
ble than they — among whom were seven metropolitans. 

The Egyptians wore to await their Patriarch at dial-, 
oedon, where their dull and blind animosities might bo 
daily exaoerbafced by the diatribes of Bishop Cyrinus, who 
never spoke of Chrysostom oxoept as the arrogant, the 
ruthless, and the heretical. 

Theophilus himself oame more leisurely by land. He 
did this with an object. On the one hand, he left the evil 
leaven to work ; on the other, he could gather conspirators 
in the Churches of Syria and Asia Minor, who reoeived 
him with adulations because of his high rank, and to * 
whom he sedulously announced that he was on his way-, 
to depose the Patriarch of Constantinople. His attempt, 
however, was mot very successful. In addition to his' 
twenty-eight Egyptian parasites he only inveigled spven 
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others from Armenia) Persia, and Mesopotamia, It would 
have been well for the unhappy Bishop of Chalcedon if 
one of these had never come. It was Maruthas, Bishop 
of Mesopotamia, He was a man of slouching gait and 
elephantine proportions, who wore heavy hoots, Cyrinus 
was sitting on a divan with his legs outstretched before 
him, Maruthas, as he oame blundering in, trod with all 
his weight on one of the feet of Cyrinus. . The Bishop 
uttered a shriek of pain. The points of the iron nails, 
with winch the boots of Maruthas were shod, wounded 
Ilia foot in four or five places. The result was as though 
all the venom in the blood of Cyrinus had flowed into 
those wounds, in order to wreak upon him the vengeance 
of God* The wounds gangrened. It became nepessaiy 
to amputate his foot’, and it must be remembered that in s 
those days there were no antes the tics. The a tump gan- ' 
grened again; and it was again necessary to make an 
amputation at the knee. The leg gangrened again./ 
There was another amputation, and die wretched Bishop [ 
died. He took what part he could in the Synod of the; 
Oak, He signed its childish and infamous decrees; but? 
he was scarcely ever able to cross over to Constantinople { 
to aid in its machinations, and men saw in his frightful | 
and lingering death a mauk of the wrath of God for the 
part whiok Cyrinus had taken in the destruction of His saint, j 

On Thursday, at noon, in J ul y ^ 408, Theoplnlus, accom- 
panied by his twenty-eight" sunrogans, crossed the Bos- 
porus, and landed at a quay known as the Chnlcedonian 
Stairs. All the Egyptian corn-ships were deoked with 
streamers; all the Egyptian sailors reoeived him with 
acclamations. He traversed the city to the Pern district, 
where the Empress had assigned to his use the palace 
named Plaoidiana, on the other side of the Golden Horn. 
In passing the Patriaroheion he disdainfully refused the 
hospitality offered with all courtesy to him and his bishops 
by Chrysostom. He would not even follow the custom of 
entering the ohurch to join in Communion. * This,’ said 
Chrysostom to hie friends, * is nothing less than a declara- 
tion 1 of open war.’ 

It is to Pallftdius, Bishop of Helenopolis, as well as to 
the letter of Chrysostom to Pope Innocent, that we owe 
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our knowledge of these events. Theophilus, says the 
lively Palladius, had come tom Egypt like a dung-beetle, 
except that the load wliioli he rolled before him consisted 
of the loveliest and sweetest products of Egypt and 
Arabia, whioh were to be used to create the stenoh of 
hatred and envy. At the Plaoidiana the Alexandrian 
prelate lived en prince, winning courtiers and olergy alike 
by superb banquets and subtle < flatteries, and working 
in oonoert with the monkish, olerioal, and feminine cabals 
which sat in permanence at the house of Epigrophia. He 
soon got hold of tools who would admirably serve his 
purpose: the deaoon John, excommunicated by Chrysostom 
for murdering his servant, and another deacon who had 
been condemned for adultery. He was also effectually- 
aided by the three widows — Mars a, C as trie i a, and Epi- 
graphia — and their clientele, consisting of Severian of 
Gabala, Antioohus of Ptolemais, and Acaoius of Beroea, 
together with the mass of the corrupt clergy of Constanti- 
nople and the concubines whom they called their ‘spiritual 
sisters.’ Theophilus felt no doubt of the result, despite 
the soruples of Aroadius, to whom it seemed strange that a 
number of unknown Egyptians, headed by a Patriarch 
aeoused of enormous delinquencies, should have oomo 
to his own capital to accuse hip own Patriarch* whom, 
whatever might be his errors, Aroadius knew to be 
a saint. Moreover, at this moment the five previous 
emissaries of Theophilus were under sentence of death for 
libel, and it was only by bribery that he scoured the modi- 
fication of their sentence into relegation to Prooonnesus. 
This, however, was a trifle; for Eudoxia, not Aroadius, 
was the real emperor. The people, it is true, were dead 
against the intruders and their own apostate olergy ; but 
Tiieophilus secured his personal safety by getting tom 
the Empress a guard of honour. 

It was, nevertheless, obvious that no Counoil adverse 
to Chrysostom oould sit at Constantinople without danger 
of a riot, and Severian recommended its transference to 
the neighbouring Chalcedon, where it could be held in the 
superb palace of Ruflnus, possessed years afterwards by 
Belisarius. Hero the murdered Minister of Aroadius had 
built a magnificent ohuroh, called tho Apostoleoum, in 
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houour of St. Peter and St. Paul; and hither he had, ten 
years earlier, summoned Auunonius, the eldest of the Tall r 
Brothers, as the man whose reputation was the saintliest , 
in the Empire, to perform his Baptism. The palace was 1 
called ( The Oak/ and the synod now held there was, 
perhaps the most contemptible and infamous known in all ! 
the annals of the Church, It proposed to take in hand! 
three questions — the accusations against Chrysostom; 
the affair of the Tall Brothers; and a oharge of having 
stolen a deacon’s clothes brought against Heracleides, 
whom Chrysostom had made Metropolitan of Ephesus. 
This c Synod of the Oak ’ was known as the Alexandrian 
party ; the larger synod of bishops gathered round Chrys- 
ostom in the Thomaites was called ‘the Johan ni tea,’ and, 
among others, comprised among its members no less than 
seven metropolitans, There was scarcely an ecolesiastical 
offence against the Nicene oanons respecting episcopal 
jurisdiction whioh this paltry and wicked Synod of the 
Oak, relying on Court patronage, did not openly violate. 
Summoning before it the Constantinopolitan olergy, with 
outrageous impudence, it first considered the charges 
against Chrysostom, preserved for us by the industry of 
St. Proolus, who was then a young reader, but who, thirty 
years afterwards, became his successor in the See of 
Constantinople. 

John, the^deaoon exoommunioated for homioide, acouae d 
ChrysSSfom^ among ' Othef things, of having fettered a 
ffiotxir^aa a "d'emoniab ; of having embezzled, sold, or 
diverted by malversation the possessions of the Church ; 
of having published a book full of insults against the 
clergy ; of having charged the deacons with the theft of 
his pallium ; of having ordained a s bishop a grave-robber 
named Antonius ; of having betrayed Count John to 
the soldiery; of entering and leaving church without 

S er ; of receiving women alone ; of ordaining men 
out witnesses; of secret * Cyclopean orgies’; of vio 
lences and irregularities in Asia ; of having smitten Mem- 
npn in the face in the Churob of the Twelve Apostles, 
and pmde him bleed; of having put on his bishop’s robes 
os he sat on bis throne; and of having eaten a pastille 
before the Holy Communion. 


) 
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To these Isaac the Monk, a worthy ooadjutor of the 
homicide, added that he had favoured the Origenists ; that 
he had used such expressions as ‘ The Table of the Church 
is full of Furies ’ : and ‘ I am mad with love ’ j and ‘ If 


you sin again, repent again * 5 and that ‘ If Christ’s prayer 
was not heard, He had not prayed aright’ — and that he 
stirred up the people to sedition. 

Isaac's charges were chiefly concocted out of discon- 
nected and meaningless scraps fished out of the turbid 
waters of notes of sermons garbled by Pliooas, the re- 
porter, Buborned by the malign influence of Severian of 
Gabala. They were about as fair and about as true as 
a critioism of an ecclesiastical opponent written by an 
anonymous clerical reviewer in a modern Church news- 


paper. 

These libels — a heterogeneous amalgam of frivolities 
and lies — were redacted, on the suggestion of the two 
renegades, by a pen skilful in the manipulation of slander 
— that of Theophilus himself. No one regarded these 
preposterous oharges as anything more than convenient 
implements of unscnrpulojaa ^maljgiiity. Those which 
possessed even a ’shadow ~of"founaafioh were obviously 
steeped in the venom of misrepresentation. Pope ijmooent 
aud the whole Catholic world niter wards characterised 


them as ridioulous and contemptible. 

There aro^accusations to winch a noble-mindedman, 
coiis'cidus^'of K13 own" blameless lntogrityT "oaundl reply, 
btScftu¥e“']lo'’’feels tlignCto. be l?eneath his noti.Q.e. To 
sbarcely'bhe of’all these forty or more accusations did the 
Arohbishop deign to allude. What need was there for the 
most abstemious man in Constantinople, Avhose habitual 
diet consisted of bread and vegetables, and who ordinarily 
drank nothing but water, to doclai’o that lie was not given 
to ‘Cyclopean orgies’? What did it boot for a" man 
notoriously indifferent to money to prove that what he 
had withdrawn from luxury he had expended on bonofi- 
cenee? No one, exoept a couple of perjurers of notori- 
ously bad character, pretended to vouch for even ‘the least 
serious charges. It was only afterwards that Chrysostom, 
in a private letter, said that the immorality with which 
he was infamously charged had for him long been a 
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physical impossibility. It strangely il Instigates the depths 
q£ anile superstition into whioh the Church had fallen 
from the simplicity of the Gospel that the one charge 
which Chrysostom seemed to feel most was that of hav- 
ingeaterua lozenge before the Holy Communion. This 
infinitely frivolous acousation of a purely imaginary sin 
he repudiated with strong asseverations, although ho natu- 
rally adds that, even were it true, he would have done 
nothing but what Christ and the Apostles themselves did 
when they partook of the first and holiest of all Holy 
Communions, at the immediate conclusion of a meal* 

Yet, strange to say, while the scoundrelly Synod of the 
Oak was jubilant, the more numerous band of bishops 
gathered round the Patriarch in the Thomaites whs pain- 
fully depressed. The reason of this was their certainty 
that Theophilus and his hirelings were backed by the 
Court and by the majority of the eyil-inmded clergy. 5 Pray 
for me, dear brethren, * said Chrysostom, when he heard 
the hideous list of charges brought against him, and knew 
that as regards some of them it would be difficult to extricate 
himself without injury, because 4 A lie which is, fi^lf a t ruth 
is ever the greatest of lies.* * Pra^Tor me, for I arnititKe 
fotTsTff ■ ISiyTJo d 'have mercy on me I 9 The bishops, 

on hearing these sod words, melted into tears, and, amid 
the sound of general sobbing — for they had all heard the 
rumour that the Patriarch would be executed for treason 
— they poured round him, kissing his eyes, bis eloquent 
Ups, has sacred head. 

4 Nay/ he said, 4 What I mean ye to ween and to break, 
my heart? Whatis life but a dre&jQ^ a shado w, a vapour, I 
ojmitbill Save I not sold tEas world] 
that I may win eternal life ? Does my lot differ in anj^ 
reapeot, in its miseries and persecutions, from that of the 
Patriarchs, the Prophets, or the Apostles? AYhat was 
the earthly reward of the Lord Himself at the hands of; 
14 Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites/* but first to be called a] 
Samaritan and a Beelzebub, and then to be crucified?* 

4 If we weep/ said one of the bishops, 4 it is because you 
leave us orphans and the Church a widow, while we see 
her laws trampled and wickedness triumphant/ 

, 4 Enough, my brother/ answered Chrysostom, bringing 
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down Ms right finger on the palm of his left hand. * Do 
not leave your ohurches because of me. The Church never 
lacks a head. If you behead Paul, you leave Timothy, 
and many more.* 

‘Ah! out,’ exclaimed another bishop, ‘they will never 
leave u a our ohurohes without forcing us to communicate 
with them, and subscribe to your condemnation.’ 

‘ Commuiiioate with them,* said Chrysostom, ‘lest there 
should be a schism in the Church, but subscribe not, for I 
am innocent, unci you would be setting your names to a lie,’ 

At this moment arrived two young Libyans from the 
Synod of the Oak, commanding John — to whom they did 
not even ^ive his title of bishop — to appear before them, 
accompanied by Serapion and Tigrius. 

The Council of the Patriarch sent their answer to 
Theophilus alone. * Cease,’ they said, 4 to break the laws 
of the Church by intermeddling, contrary to thine own 
express letter, in a jurisdiction not thine own. Come thou 
before us. We are forty bishops, of whom seven are 
metropolitans. You are but thirty-six, of which twenty- 
nine are Egyptians/ 

| But to the Synod of the Oak — ■ though moro than throe- 
| fourths of its members were ignorant oreatures of 'Bheophi- 
lus, without name, without knowledge, without conscience, 
or conseomted only to multiply dishonest and dictated votes 
— Chrysostom wrote in bis own name. Ha said that while 
\he disdained their accusations, and denied their rights, he 
iwould yet appear in person before them if they would ex- 
clude from their body his avowed and open foes • — Thooph- 
; ilu8, Accieius, Antioehus, and Severian. Otherwise they 
i might summon him a thousand times, and it would be in 
'vam. 

Three of Chrysostom’s bishops and two priests were 
sen t with these replies. Then came a message from the 
Palace with an order from Aroadius that ‘John was to 
appear before the Synod/ Chrysostom gave his reasons 
for refusing. Next entered the monk Isaac and a priest 
of Constantinople, Eugenius< — whose treachery to his 
master had been rewarded with a bishoprio - — who once 
more curtly cited him. It is well that he did not go, for 
the synod of bishops at the Oak had been transformed, 
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'like the robber-synod of Ephesus in later days, into an 
assembly of brutal assassins. One of Chrysostom’s three 
episcopal envoys was beaten ; the dress of the second was 
tom off his back ; the third was fettered with the chains 
£ which had been intended for Chrysostom himself, and was 
- sent adrift in a boat amon^ the currents of the Bosporus ! 

— These were your Christian bishops ! 

But as Arcadius seemed to be wavering they now 

E ressed Chrysostom with the charge brought by the monk 
sano, that he had been guilty of high treason by calling 
Eudoxia 1 Jezebel,’ He had called her nothing of the kind, 
though, having lauded her merits with earnest warmth 
when she seemed worthy of praise, lie had warned her of 
the perils of her imperious passion. In its twelfth session 
the wretched Synod unanimously condemned the Patri- 
arch, and sent their condemnation to the Emperor, saying, 
in a style of hypocritio ecclesiastical tenderness worthy of 
Torquemftda and the c Holy ’ Inquisition, that while they 
dethroned John for contumacy in refusing to appear be- 
fore them, they would leave the Emperor to deal with the 
oapital charge of high treason. In Spanish Papal fashion 
they handed him over — so kind and tender were these 
holy nujut — to the secular arm. 

The next matter for them to settle was the affair of the 
Tall Brothers. By this time the Presbyter Isidore was 
dead; the Bishop Dioscorus was also dead; Ammonius 
was fast dying, and could not answer the citation of the 
Synod. Theophilus went through the grotesque comedy 
ot a reconciliation with the two surviving brothers, who 
were of the least courage and of little comparative ac- 
count. He beslobbered them with crocodile tears ; allowed 
them to return to the monastery of Skete ; afforded them 
his gracious forgiveness for the murderous wrongs which 
he Bad inflioted upon them; and declared that he had 
never met so admirable a monk as their brother, Am- 
monius I After this abhorrent farce the absence of Hera- 
oleides of Ephesus prevented them from proceeding any 
further with his case. And as for Origen, Theophilus A 

resumed his former studies of the Alexandrian exegete, ] ] 

and being one day caught reading one of the treatises ? 

which on pain of excommunication he had ordered to be 
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everywhere burnt, pleasantly remarked that in reading 
Origan he culled the flowers and neglected the thorns! 

Meanwhile Arcadius ordered Chrysostom to depart, but 
took no step to insure the fulfilment of the order, beoauge 
the multitude in their serried ranks protected the Patri- 
archeion day and night, exaotly as they had protected 
Ambrose at Milan from the troops of the Empress Justina, 
Before the palace-gates of Arcadius they shouted, 4 We 
will have a true Council 1 We will have a General Coun- 
cil to try and acquit the Archbishop/ They also filled the 
streets and churches with the wail of their entreating 
litanies. 

The second clay after the sentence of the Synod, the 
showy hypocrite Soverian had the impudence to mount a 
pulpit in one of the churches and declaim against Chrys- 
ostom, saying that he ought to be deposed for his pride 
alone, if for nothing else, since- — so said this peculiarly 
humble conspirator I — pride is of all things most hateful 
to God. Such was the fury of the congregation at this 
barefaced effrontery that they rose in a mass and chased 
the wily, oily impostor out of the city so precipitately 
that he barely had time to make his way back to the 
Bosporus, and fly with all speed to the diocese oji whioh 
lie considered his brilliant talents to be so miserably 
thrown away. 

But on the way he thought better of it, Gabala was 
not yet to enjoy the light of his oountenance, In hopes 
of a reaction he hid lumself, with his precious colleagues, 
Antioohus and Acacius, in the house of Oyrinus. The 
gangrene of which the Bishop of Chalcedon was dying 
by inohes was hardly more intolerable than the black 
thoughts of these episcopal conspirators. 

Chrysostom, on the other hand, was escorted by the 
[multitude from his palace to the Basilica, and there 
addressed them. ‘My brethren/ ho said, ‘the waves beat 
[on the rook, but they can only shatter themselves to foam 
jou its impregnable bases. The billows curl over the ship; 
how oau they submerge it when Jesus is on board? T'ear 
not for me. What have I to fear? Death? To me to 
[live is Christ, and to die is gain! Exile? The, earth is 
(the Lord’s, and the fulness thereof. The plundering of 
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my goods? I brought nothing into this world, and cer- 
tainly I shall carry nothing out. I despise that wbioli 
makes many tremble. I laugh at the riches and the 
honours winch many covet. Wealth and poverty to me 
are both alike > and if I desire to live, it is solely if I may 
be of use to you. God has united us. Tyrants have 
endeavoured ere now to crush the Cliuroh. Where are 
they now? They have sunk to eilenoe and oblivion, but 
the sun still flames in the zenith even where clouds have 
overshadowed it. Tyrants have tried to subdue even 
young maidens with iron teeth, and their faith remained 
unshaken by torture. Believe me, those storms and threat- 
ening^ are but as a spider’s web?"" As for the Empire 
anTTifslaws, all is turning to dishonour ’ 

Tlio word had scarcely passed his lips when a sort of 
wave of emotion which passed over the people showed him 
that tho word adoxia , which he had unwittingly used for 
4 dishonour/ was capable of being regarded as a deadly 
insult to the Empress Eudoxia, though he had not in 
the least intended it* It was so reported to her, and the 
next morning a Count of the Palace came to demand, in 
the name of the Emperor, the instant departure of the 
Patriarch. A boat, he was informed, awaited him at the 
‘ Chaloedonian Stairs,’ and, if he resisted, the spearmen 
were ready to i carry him off by force.’ 

By force! Chrysostom saw at once that the attempt 
to use force would mean a bloody battle between the 
troops aud the populace, perhaps even a terrible revolu- 
tion. He oould not tolerate the thought that blood should 
be shed on his account. He determined to surrender 
himself seoretly. He sent Philip to the Count of the 
Palnoe to inform him of his determination. The Count 
entrusted the management of the affair to a detective. 
There seems to be no better word for the officer who is 
oalled a ouriosus . Under his guardianship Chrysostom 
slipped out of a secret gate at the back of St. Sophia about 
noon, and, accompanied only by Philip, was plaoed in 
hiding in a neighbouring house. ' At nightfall the deteo- 
tive led them to the boat, where the Count awaited them. 
They were recognised, but the Patriarch by his authority 
suppressed all attempts at a resoue, though multitudes 

Jr ' 



•".mm 



806 


GATHERING CLOUDS 



attended Min to the vessel and broke into loud cries 
against the Empress and the Court. 

It was now the end of September, 403. Next morning 
^ the whole city was like a church, for the .poor of every 
) age and of both sexes poured out of their houses with 
I tears and lamentations. In the midst of this wild excite-, 
I ment the victorious TheopMlus, with his guard of soldiers, 
i took possession of Constantinople like a conqueror, scatter- 
' ing excommunications among the friends of Chrysostom, 

I and bishoprics or other dignities among hie own adherents. 

| He ordered the perjured priests who had betrayed their 
j Patriarch to take re-possession of the ohurolies from which 
I they had been expelled ; but the orowd prevented their 
! ingress, and eaoh church was barricaded like a citadel. 

J His own attempt to enter St. Sopbia led to a violent out- 
break. The monks, whose vioes and furies Chrysostom 
'./had so soathingly exposed, were all on the side of the 
'/ Egyptian, and fought for him. The soldiers turned 
: / against ‘the black men,’ as they contemptuously called 
i { them. Blood flowed like water in the sanctuaries, yells 
|! of fury resounded in the place of prayer and hymns, the 
i) very baptismal fonts wore stained with blood. The 
1 Patriarch of Alexandria, coward no less than tyrant, was 
T filled with terror. The people wero shouting after him, 

| and declaring that they would without hesitation pi toll 
1 him into the sea. He fled in disguise and in horrible 
alarm to Chaloedon, and there, hastily embarking with 
Ms twenty-eight miserable suffragans, fled back to Egypt. 

Ipso Buum cor edens, lioinluum vestigia vitiuis, 

The detestable arch-monk, Isaac, accompanied him in 
his flight, and thenceforth, to our relief, vanishes into the 
midnight, with the soourge of an acousing conscience 
sounding over him and the olutch of the demons on Ms 
gilded and essenced hail’. 
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CHAPTER XLVI 
THE EARTHQUAKE 

Krtixytrc utv Z«Jj ai Si irapOtwi 

f)lyq<rav tit vjtcovtap. — Sopiioohks, Q?d. Col, 1000, 

Philip had been permitted to accompany Ilia beloved father 
and master when lie was conveyed by tlie Count of the 
Palace across the Bosporus; and his heart was full of an 
anguish too deep for tears. All the long future seemed 
for him to be not only uncertain, but smitten with a blight. 
What would come of this banishment? Would Chrysostom 
ever he recalled? Where would be his future? He oould 
never desert the Patriarch while his services were so in- 
dispensable ; but thoughts of Miriam, and doubts whether 
he should ever see her again, mingled with his more un- 
selfish grief. 

■ He wns amazed at the cheerfulness of the Patriarch. 
Here he was, hurled froitf his high estate, defeated by his 
enemies, an exile, horribly calumniated, not knowing what 
a day might bring forth, and yet he uttered no word of 
lamentation, and could speak to Philip with a smile. h 
But Philip was aware that what supported his master 
was 4 the strong-siding champion, c onscienc e/ He might 
have made, he had made, manyf^errois of judgment; 
he had yielded to occasional impatience and irritability, 
oaused ohiefly by his severe bodily self-denial, both in the 
past and in the present; hut of any sins suoh as those 
with which he had been charged by the foul Synod of 
Theophilus and its hired assassins of the truth he wasi 
wholly innocent. He felt that but for bis magnanimity \ 
and self-reppession nothing would have been more inevi- , 
table than a massacre in the capital, a revolution in the 
Empire, a schism in the Church. This had only been 1 
averted by his voluntary surrender. 



398 


GATHEm T G CLOUDS 


They were landed at a place called 4 The Shrine,’ not 
far from Chaloedon. The Count remained •, the guards 
went back across the Bosporus. When they were alone, 
Chrysostom said to Philip, 4 My son, I do not like to 
remain in this place, It is too near Chaloedon. In the 
neighbourhood of Cyrinus and Severian I do not feel nay , 
life secure, If you will go and hire me a boat, dark as it^ 
is, we can sail at once to Prcenetus, on the Gulf of Astacus, 
opposite Nicomedia. There my friend Palladios has two 
relatives who own a little farm, and there we shall be safe.’ 

Not a moment was to bo lost. Philip found a boat. 
Wind and current were favourable, and before midnight 
they found themselves hospitably sheltered in the farm, 
and treated by the relatives of Palladius with the utmost 
courtesy and reverence. 

But Philip’s heart was heavy. ‘ My father,’ lie asked, 

* wlmt will Kallias do, and poor EutyolieS, and old Phlegon, 
and your servants? Will the Emperor and the clergy 
appoint a new Patriarch ? Where will you live ? ’ 

1 My boy,’ said Chrysostom, 4 when you have reached 
my age you will learn to say with all your heart, 14 Be not 
overanxious about to-morrow. Sufficient unto thoTfay is 
the^e^T1£Eere6f,’ ,> 'AVfbr you, and Kallias, and Eutyohes, 
and my old servants, perhaps — ^who knows? — Vo may 
all be allowed to go back to Antioch, and live in Singon 
Street. I cannot tell. God will provide.’ 

4 Oh! that will be like heaven after that horrible, guilty 
city,’ saicl Philip ; and then lie became sad and silent. 

4 Now, Philip,’ said the Patriarch, checrf ully, 4 turn your 
attention for the moment to this excellent supper which 
our friends have provided. It is much better than yob 
would have had at the Patriaroheion, and a young appetite 
like yours should be ready for it, since it is long since you 
broke your fast, 1 

4 1 am thinking,’ said Philip, 4 that you will no longer 
be the great Patriarch of Constantinople.* 

I 4 Nay, Philip, grieve not for my sake on that account. 
There can never be real greatness for anyone exoent such 
ns is inher ent in him self. Honours ana titles cannofr 
ma]ce“5”ll££le man grea^TTor can the deprivation of them 
.ipalce a great man little. And what are we at 1 the best 
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but dust and ashes gilding add to their true value 

If it be so, God will have relieved me of an enormous!/ 
burden. My elevation was the worst misfortune which! 
ever befell me. And what are rank or wealth to onej 
whose ohosen home was once a damp cavern ? , Tell in of 
Philip, don’t you think we were much happier in the little 
-house at Antiooh ? , 1 

1 Yes, father, I look back to those blessed days. Them 
you were not surrounded by the hatred of the bad and 
the lies of the contemptible. Whenever X think of Con- 
stantinople, it seems to me like that monster, composed 
of hissing serpents, which Hannibal saw ox*ashing after/ 
him in his dreams.’ 

( Well, then, let us kneel down, my boy, and I will pray 
for you, and myself, and our beloved Desposyni, and 
Eutyobes, and all of us ; and then we will sleep as peace- 
fully os happy children who have laid all their cares on 
God’ 

They knelt. He poured out his soul aloud in simple 
prayer. Then they retired to rest, and slept long and 
soundly — the youth sleeping at his father’s feet, 

It was high dawn when they awoke refreshed, and pre- 
pared for whatever the day might bring forth, i 

How differently had been the night spent by their 
enemies I Theophilus, sicE in body and sick in heart, was 
tossing on the stormy waves with his twenty-eight creat- 
ures, feeling foiled and humiliated for all his semblable 
victory, and still hearing in his dreams the howls of the 
angry populace, emphasising the unrest of his own con- 
science, which barked within hhn tike a furious Cerberus, 
Seveiian, as he tossed on his sleepless couoh, farther (it 
seemed) than ever from the accomplishment of his personal 
ambitions, felt, with agony of mind, that he was a mean 
and degraded impostor, Cyrinus lay sick, body and soul, 
niglx unto death, with the anguish of his amputation, 
which was beginning to gangrene afresh, Qualms of con- 
science disturbed the slumbers of Antioohus of Ptoleraais. 
The old Aoacius of Beroea wished, with a sigh, that his 
long white hair and venerable aspeot could gain from him- 
self tjie reverence which it won from others. All were { 
troubled; but nono of them repented. And in the palace j 
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le Emperor and Empress all night long there was 
alt and wild affright, 
about the time that they retired to rest they heard 
from the Hebdomon the first moaning rumblings of an 
earthquake, and felt that first, indescribable shivering of 
£He ground which, more than any other power of Nature, 
reduoea man to imbeoility and paralyses him with terror 
The shocks increased in violence as they moved towards 
the centre of the city, and at last, again and again, the 
Palace was shaken as though its walls were smitten with 
palsy. To Eudoxia the bodily alarm was tenfold intensi- 
fied by superstitious horror. Was it not obvious, she 
thought, that this earthquake was sent by God in ven- 
geance upon her for the wrongs which she had inflicted on 
' His servant, the Patriarch ? The violence of the earthquake, 
/tvhich reduced their Imperial Eternities to the level of the 
I humblest slaves in their palace, seemed to concentrate itself 
f in the bedchamber of Eudoxia. She lay pale and palpitat- 
ing, too agitated even to pray, suffering in her terror a 
thousand deaths, till at last, at a shook more violent than 
those before, she heard the wall of her chamber orack 
terrifically, her bed was tilted over, and she fell shrieking 
on the floor. 


Her attendants, pale and horror-striokeii as herself, came 
rushing in to her assistance. * 

‘ Throw my upper robes over me/ she gasped. 4 Take 
me, take me to the Emperor 1 5 
Arcadius had also been roused from his slumbers by the 
earthquake, and was sitting by his bedside limp and abjeot, 
with some of his trembling chamberlains around him, when 
Eudoxia burst in, half -dressed, with steaming hair, and, 
wildly clasping his knees, entreated him at once to recall 
| the Patriarch. 4 It is for our wickedness to him,’ she cried 

I and sobbed, 4 that God lias sent this earthquake to swallow 
us up quick like Korah, Dathan, and Abiram, who plotted 
against God’s High Priest.’ 

4 ‘ Our wiokeduess?’ said the Emperor with intense pet- 
tishness, 1 1 never had any quarrel with John. He lias 
always been loyal to me. I believe him to be a holy man. 
I respect him more than the whole orew of hypocrites. 
\ But for you, and your Korahs, Dathans, and Abiram s like 
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Severian and this dark-browed Egto^i^rned^^ tjpe 
Patriarch and I would have been the%^^^|^n^r I 
never really supposed that he called you jifceMytffrti: so on. 
All that was the malignant nonsense of your widows and 
your priestly satellites.* 

* Oh, recall him I recall him I * cried Eudoxia, * or we 
shall all perish. This very moment let us send,* 

Another rumble and shock, which seemed to make the 
Palace quiver to its foundations, left her shrieking and 
sobbing at the Emperor’s feet. 

‘How can we send this very moment?* he answered, 
irritably. ‘It is the dead of night; you hear outside die 
crash of falling buildings.’ 

‘Well, then,* she said, ‘by earliest dawn. Perhaps by 
that time the earthquake wall have ceased. It may only 
have been meant to warn us.* 

There seemed to be a pause in the shocks, and Eudoxia, 
a dishevelled and pitiable object, returned, not to her 
half-dismantled chamber, but to another which seemed to 
promise more security. No sooner had she gone than 
Arcaclius angrily muttered to himself words which, had 
she heard them, might have cost him bis life by poison or 
the dagger. 

‘ This 4 * woman worries me/ he muttered. * She gives me 
no rest; she keeps me irf a ferment and a turmoil, I was 
never half bo much worried in the days of Eutropius. 
With her one has no peace for a day at ft time. Tumults 
and riots by day, earthquakes by night. She banishes the 
good Patriarch with cui'ses one day, and recalls him with 
entreaties the next, I wish I had married Rufinus’a 
daughter after all.* 

And with suoh reflexions the miserable ruler of the 
world flung himself back upon his bed — but to sleep no 
more. 


At earliest dawn the Empress despatched a messenger to 
the Patriarch at the Hieron with a letter in which, with 
sublime self-deceit and disregard of facts, she wrote: 
‘ Let not your Sanctity think that I am responsible for what 
has happened to you. I am innocent of your blood. 
Bishops and wicked men have devised this plot against 
you. God, whom I serve, is the witness of the tear§ I 
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shed for you. I forget not that by your hands my children 
have been baptised.’ 

But the messenger did not return, for he searched the 
Hieron for Chrysostom in vain. Then she sent another, 
and neither did he return. Then she despatched a third ; 
and at last, in despair, she sent her Chamberlain Briso 
himself, who would, she knew, be welcome to Chrysostom 
as one of his personal friends. Briso was lucky enough to 
light on the boatman who had conveyed Chrysostom so 
quietly to Proenetus, and he set sail to the Gulf of Astacus 
to find him. 

Meanwhile the populace, wild with joy, heard that their 
beloved Patriarch was to be recalled, and that messengers 
had been sent to find him. They were disturbed and ren- 
dered suspicious by the non-return of the messengers, and 
deter mi ned to search for the Patriarch themselves. They 
hired every boat they could find, and, hearing that he was 
no longer at the Hieron, sailed to port after port in the 
neighbourhood. 

There had been no earthquake at Proenetus. Philip had 
awaked in a less gloomy mood from a refreshing sleep, 
and, as he dressed himself , he saw Chrysostom still placidly 
slumbering, with a smile upon his face. 4 Thou shalt keep 
him in peace — peace,’ he murmured , 4 whose mind is stayed 
on Thee ; because he trusteth in Thee.’ 

[ Going into the open air, he saw the waters of the Pro- 
pontis sparkling in the morning sunlight, and white with 
unnumbered sails. He was perplexed. Something had 
evidently happened, though he could not conjecture what 
it was; but that they were searching for someone was 
evident, for they steered into one after another of the 
ports which abounded on that populous shore. Was it for 
good or for evil ? Who could say ? 

At last he saw a sail making all speed for Proenetus. 
4 Now,’ he thought, 4 we shall know,’ and he hurried in to 
tell his master. 

4 Look,’ he said, 4 father, at all those sails ! I cannot 
make out the cause of the excitement, but something must 
have occurred at Constantinople. We shall know in a few 
minutes, for a boat is even now pushing its beak into the 
port.’ 
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6 Go and meet it, Philip. Use your own judgment as 
to what is best to say or do, to make known or to conoeal. 

I am prepared for whatever God may send.’ 

Philip went down to the shore, and gave a shout of joy, 
for on the prow of the boat stood Briso, waving an olive- 
branch. The kind-hearted eunuch recognised him with 
smiles which could betoken nothing but good-fortune. 

Briso told the good news to Philip, who took him 
straight to the little farm. He handed to Chrysostom 
the letter of the Empress, and, barely waiting to snatch a 
hurried breakfast with them, insisted that Chrysostom 
should at once accompany him. He had already de- 
spatched messengers on every side to say that the Patriarch 
was found. Boats came flocking into the port, and when 
the Chamberlain and the Patriarch embarked, it was in 
the midst of an attendant flotilla of hundreds of shallops, 
of which the little crews burst into cheers as he passed. 
He was fully determined not to enter Constantinople 
itself, for there was the canon of a Council — though only f 
an Arian Council, held at Antioch in 341 — which forbade 
a bishop who had been deposed from entering his see until 
he was absolved by another Council. He therefore stopped 
in one of the suburbs named Mariana, where the Empress 
had a palace, which she placed at his disposal. The multi- > 
tude was not, however, content with this, and being still 
in a state of excitement, continued to shout invectives 
against the Emperor and Empress. Eudoxia therefore sent 
him a most humbly earnest entreaty to lay aside his 
scruples ; and Briso represented to him that the Antio- 
chene canon could not in any case apply to the decision of 
a trumpery and violently irregular synod of intruders like 
the Synod of the Oak ; that, even if it did, a larger number 
of bishops had absolved him ; and that, in any case, the 
Imperial fiat was, under the circumstances, sufficient. 
Philip indignantly took the same view. 4 Condemned by 
a Council, indeed ! ’ he said. 4 Begging your Beatitude’s 
pardon — rubbish!’ Philip always addressed his master 
as 4 your Beatitude’ when he was in bright spirits, and 
he laughed at the forefinger which Chrysostom shook at 
him in reproof. 

The people settled the question by carrying off the . 
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Patriarch almost by force. By this time it was evening. 
They flocked out in myriads to escort him, and as every 
hand carried a torch, the procession looked like a river of 
fire. At their head was the Empress herself. She not 
only welcomed the Patriarch with effusion, but almost 
seemed to be joining in the festive dances and cries of 
joy; and, strange to say, in the sight of all the people, she 
actually flung her arms round his neck ! His return was 
a splendid triumph. The Emperor was represented by 
his chief secretary. Hymns were sung which had been 
hastily written or adapted for the occasion. The general 
feeling towards the clergy who had betrayed and tried 
to ruin him was shown by the shouts of ‘ Bishop, purge 
thy clergy ! Chase away the traitors.’ No less than thirty 
bishops were among those who formed his escort. He was 
swept along by the rejoicing throng until they had entered 
the vast nave of St. Sophia. There, kneeling, and actually 
prostrate on the marble floor, they entreated him to give 
them his episcopal blessing. At last he did so, and prom- 
ised to address them on the following morning. That even- 
ing his triumph seemed to be completed by his receipt of 
another letter from the Empress, in which she wrote in her 
impassioned way, ‘ My prayer is fulfilled ; I have attained 
my purpose. It is to me a riches ornament than my dia- 
dem. I have brought back the priest. I have restored to 
the body its head, the pilot to the ship, the bridegroom to 
the bridal chamber.’ 

But, amid all this intoxication of enthusiasm, nothing 
more deeply moved the tender heart of the Archbishop than 
the unspeakable joy which his return caused in his own 
home and among his dearest friends. Most of these had 
been unable to get near him amid the dense and surging 
crowds. But now, in the Thomaites, stood old Phlegon 
and his dear, familiar servants, who dropped on their knees 
for his blessing ; and Serapion, and Tigrius, and Germanus, 
and Proclus, and Cassian, and Bishop Palladius embraced 
him in their arms ; and the youths who, like Philip, would 
have died for him — Kallias and Eutyches — kneeled down, 
took possession of either hand, covered them with kisses, 
and bathed them in tears, until he raised them up, and 
gave them with a full heart the kiss of peace. 
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On the following morning he addressed to a vast 
congregation the still-extant 4 Homily after his Return . 5 
He spoke very sternly, yet not intemperately, of the brutal 
intrusion and violences of Theophilus. Of his many other 
enemies he took no notice, but passed them over in 
complete silence. Entirely deceived in the simplicity of 
his heart by the frantic simulation and dissimulation of 
Eudoxia, he spoke of her in terms of high eulogy. To his 
own faithful people he poured forth Ms soul in warmest 
gratitude. 

After his sermon Eutyches, who was now an ordained 
4 reader , 5 took off the Archbishop’s pallium, and hung it, 
as was the custom, round the neck of one of the statues 
of the Apostles. It was a band woven of the finest 
lambswool, three fingers broad, at the end of which hung 
thin flakes of lead, covered with black silk, on which were 
woven four crosses in red. It was fastened on each 
shoulder by three golden pins. 

‘Two days ago , 5 said the Patriarch, with a smile, C I 
little deemed that I should ever again wear the episcopal 
pallium in this place. God has been very good to me . 5 

‘I hope that I may help many a time to robe and 
disrobe your Dignity , 5 said the young reader. 

In truth, at that moment the Emperor himself was 
hardly so powerful m his own capital as was the 
Patriarch. He at once resumed with all Ms accustomed 
strenuousness Ms manifold episcopal duties. To purge 
his clergy of scoundrels and traitors was an immediate 
necessity, and he did so with a firm hand ; while at the 
same time he rewarded the true and faithful. The Deacon 
Tigrius was raised to the priesthood. Serapion was 
elavated to the Bishopric of Heraclea, vacant by the flight 
or deposition of Paul, whom, with a crocodile semblance 
of impartiality, TheopMlus had nominally appointed 
president of the Synod of the Oak on the day when 
Chrysostom had been deposed. 
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DEFEAT IN VICTORY 

AND 

VICTORY IN DEFEAT 


Signor, non sotto 1’ ombra in piaggia molle, 

Tra fonti e fior, tra Ninfe e tra Sirene, 

* Ma in cima all 5 erto e faticoso colie 
Della yirtti ripostt) & il nostro bene. 

Tasso, Gir. Lib. 17. St. 61. 
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EUDOXIA’ S STATUE 

Envie is lavender to the Court alway, 

Eor she departeth neither night nor day 
Out of the house of Csesar. 

Chaucer, Prologue, Good Women. 

Alas ! the seeming peace was but the placidi pellaeia 
ponti; it was but 

A stroke of cruel sunshine on the cliff, 

When all the vales are drowned in azure gloom 
Of thundershower ; 

for, on the one hand, Eudoxia was still Eudoxia, and 
between her and the Patriarch, so antipathetic to her in 
character and temperament, it was impossible that there 
should be long-continued amity. What lasting concord 
could there be between a woman of insane and insatiable 
pride, whose Court reeked with intrigue and worldliness, 
and an Archbishop of dauntless courage and inflexible 
righteousness? And, on the other hand, Theophilus de- 
feated all Chrysostom’s attempts to secure by a compe- 
tent General Council the reversal of the judgment passed 
upon him by the hateful Synod of the Oak. Arcadius 
summoned Theophilus to come to a General Council and 
answer the charges brought against him. But the 
Egyptian had not the least intention of again imperilling 
his sacred Hypocrisy among a populace intoxicated by 
affection for their Archbishop. He wrote back that, after 
having been driven out of Constantinople by mobs which 
threatened to fling him into the sea, he could not visit 
the city again ; and that his own people were so devotedly 
attached to him that his departure would cause a riot at* 
. Alexandria ! 
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So for two months things went on. A multitude of 
bishops to the number of sixty, as they could not be 
gathered in formal Council, declared informally their 
sense of Chrysostom’s innocence, and of the wicked nullity 
of the proceedings in the Synod of the Oak. Feeling that 
he had now done everything in his power to obey the laws . 
of the Church and maintain its honour, Chrysostom devoted 
himself simply to the duties of his office. 

But in September, 403, Eudoxia, whose ambition 
needed the burning of ever-fresh incense, procured for 
herself an honour of unheard-of extravagance which pre- 
cipitated the destined catastrophe. 

A person ignorant of human nature might have imagined 
that a half-barbarian lady, daughter of a Frankish soldier, 
elevated by the intrigue of an eunuch to share the empire 
of the world, would have been reasonably satisfied. Fur- 
ther than this, she was mated to an indolent weakling, 
t and had asserted over him an immense dominance. If she 
was not content with the actual autocracy, but wanted all 
its acknowledged paraphernalia, she had now obtained 
from her husband the highly coveted title of Augusta, 
which even the stately wife of the first Augustus had not 
received till late in life. She had also worried out of 
Arcadius the privilege of being ‘ adored 9 as well as "himself. 
This half-pagan adoration was in reality a survival from 
the days when the emperor, as a sort of incarnation of the 
* : Y: people, shared the worship addressed to the goddess Rome. 

This worship had never yet been accorded to a woman. 
The wives or other nearest female relatives of emperors 
were only supposed to gleam with a reflected lustre, and 
to receive from him any sacro-sanctity which they might 
possess. The concession of such a distinction to a semi- 
\ barbarous nobody like Eudoxia involved the parading of 
her statue for something barely distinguishable from 
Divine honours in every city of the Empire. This might 
!^|4^ be tolerated in the sluggish and servile East, but it so 
^^putterly offended the sensitive dignity of the Western 
world that Honorius made it a subject of energetic remon- 
pi^&tranee with his elder brother — a remonstrance which 
Arcadius treated with his usual masterly inactivity and 
0 with sullen contempt. 
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But even this did not suffice Eudoxia. Working on 
Simplicius, the Praefect of the City, and on the leading 
senators, she induced the Senate to vote her a statue of 
unsurpassed magnificence in the most prominent site of 
the whole city. 

It was in the Augusteum itself, between the Imperial 
Palace and the Cathedral of St. Sophia, from which it was 
only separated by the breadth of the grandest thoroughfare 
in the capital. It was reared on a platform of many- 
coloured marble, where stood the Rostra, from which on 
great occasions the Emperor addressed the Senate, the 
people, and the army." . 

Here, then, the statue was erected. First there was a j 
massive stylobate. It still exists, for it was dug up in f 
1848. It preserves, on one side in Latin prose, on the j 
other in Greek hexameters, the fulsome laudations of the I 
upstart and eminently undeserving Empress. On this 
pedestal was reared a column of porphyry; and on the 
summit of the column stood a figure of Eudoxia in solid 
silver, menacing Church and Senate, and populace and 
city, with her gesture of command. 

It was customary, as we learn from a law of Theodosius 
II., to inaugurate the statues of imperial personages on 
Sundays *or feast-days; and the sort of semi-idolatrous 
cult bestowed upon them'so deeply scandalised the Chris- 
tian conscience that, in the days of Eudoxia’s son, it was 
forbidden by edict. Further than this, we learn from the 
extant discussion between a Christian and Apollonius, a 
philosopher, that the^ject hpnonr pai d to such sta tues ju 
made the heathen 

tTanT pr iests nermrEFed tffiTTdoIatry^ images, w^iM 

" T WEy,’l 

tKey scornfully demanded, c do you give to men, and even! 
to women, the honour which you preach should be giVenffl 
to God alone ? ’ 1 

On every ground, then, both the statue and the homage 
paid to it were inexpressibly distasteful to Chrysostom. 
These honours, however, were part of the universal custom 
of the Eastern Empire; and as they had been passively 
condoned by the Church, he could not interfere with them. 
But the orgiastic dances, loose mimes, and noisily lewd 
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songs and buffooneries of every kind which attended the 
unveiling of this hateful memorial of a woman’s pride 
could not be left without rebuke. The principal day for 
the inauguration of Eudoxia’s image — the day when the 
noises were most irreverently loud and most obscenely offen- 
siv e — was the Sunday. On that day it became impossi- 
ble adequately to conduct the service and Holy Communion- 
of St. Sophia. The voices of the choir were drowned in 
shrill shrieks of amusement and coarse bursts of laughter 
at the comedies which were going on in the vulgar fair. 
When Chrysostom attempted to preach his voice was ren- 
dered inaudible by the indecent tumult just outside the 
Cathedral doors. Profoundly irritated, Chrysostom ap- 
pealed to the Prsefect of the city. He, however, being a 
Manichee, and a foe to the Patriarch, was secretly delighted 
with the chance of affronting with impunity the Catholic 
party. So far from taking any step to interfere with the 
worst developments of the inauguration observances, he 
carried to the Empress an exaggerated account of Chrys- 
ostom’s opposition, and falsely reported that Chrysostom 
had sworn to deprive the Empress’s statue of all popular 
observance. Eudoxia was already vexed at the rebuke 
which Arcadius had received from his younger brother 
of the West. With Honorius she could not deal; but 
■ it was intolerable to her that she should be constantly 
thwarted and reprehended by the Patriarch in her own 
capital, and that, while every other official was at her feet, 
this indomitable prelate should confront her at every turn 
with the incomparably superior majesty of the moral law. 
She burst into unmeasured expressions of hatred, anger, 
and bitterness against him, and, being rapidly made aware 
of this, ‘ the fury-intoxicated phalanx ’ (as Palladius calls 
them) of his enemies soon closed him in on every side. 
The Marsas, Castricias and Epigraphias were soon joined 
by Annas, and Caiaphas, and the priests and hypocrites, 
in the persons of Severian, Cyrinus, Antiochus, and the 
rest. 

Nothing is more probable than that, on the following 
Sunday, Chrysostom, in his sermon, gave some expression 
to the profound disgust with which his heart was full; 
and, judging from, what has happened in similar cases in 
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all ages, liis thoughts so far coloured his expressions as jbo 
lead him into phrases which might easily be distorted into 
direct personalities. But he Avas not prepared for the 
frightful trick played him by his episcopal enemies. 

Kallias had, as usual, taken down his master’s sermon, 
and Chrysostom, when it Avas Avritten out, read it, and 
was glad to find that, though he had spoken strongly of 
idolatrous profanation of the Sabbath, and of the perils of 
overweening pride and ambition, he had not been hurried 
by the fire of oratory into any remarks Avhich exceeded the 
bounds of duty or of moderation. He had been the more 
careful because Philip, whose intense love for him he 
knew, had, in the modesty of fearful duty, ventured to ask 
him not to shoAv too much wrath at the recent turn of / 
events. 4 My father,’ he had ventured to say, 4 the world 
cannot be converted at one stroke ; and surely we cannot 
be held responsible for events which we could in no way 
prevent?’ 

But the other tachygraph, Phocas, over whose report 
Kallias had a ccidentally-on-purpos e spilled his inkstand 
on a previous occas!^^ reported this sermon, 

and subjected it to the . sly manipulations suggested to 
him by l^s patron, Severian. He took his report to the 
house of Epigraphia, where, as he expected, he found 
Acacius, Severian, Antiochus, and two new foes of Chrys- 
ostom — Leontius of Ancyra, a dark intriguer of the 
Theophilus type, and Ammonius of Burnt-Phrygia, who, 
as Palladius says, had come from Burnt-up Phrygia to 
burn up the Church. 

Severian glanced at the manuscript, and saw his oppor- 
tunity to strike a fatal blow. 

4 Come with me,’ he said to Leontius. 4 You will, I feel 
sure, agree with me that this Patriarch, who defies the 
canons of the Church, and has been condemned by a 
synod for crimes and misdemeanours, must be got rid of. 
Until he is, there will be neither peace nor harmony, and 
the Church of Christ will suffer.’ 

4 I agree with you,’ said the Syrian metropolitan in his 
gruff voice. 

4 Well, glance at this report of his sermon.’ 

Leontius glanced at it, and shrugged his shoulders. 
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4 Qne or two strong expressions,’ he said, ‘but nothing to 
lay hold of seriously.’ 

‘Yes,’ said the conspirator; ‘but might we not in this 
matter exercise a little of “ ceconomy,” or management, a 
little of the wisdom of the serpent, of that deceiving others 
, for their good and the good of the Church — in short, ot 
that falsitas dispensativa — the permissibility of which, as a 
* hallowed instrument of warfare with evil, has been gener^ 
ally admitted by priests ? ’ 

* The Metropolitan of Ancyra was not shocked. He was 
quite familiar with the laxity, as regards both untruthfulness 
and degraded casuistry, which in the East prevailed even 
among high ecclesiastics — as it has often prevailed also at 
Rome, having found deliberate defenders among her canon- 
ised casuists. The Church had not yet quite arrived at the 
moral views of Escobar or 6 St.’ Alphonso de Liguori ; yet 
Leontius was far too familiar with the grossly unscrupulous 
methods which over and over again were adopted, even in 
episcopal circles, to have the least doubt as to the mean- 
ing of the Bishop of Gabala. He knew how many there 
were who did not regard evil as evil- if it were meant to be 
subservient to their own ends, which they always identified 
with the good of ‘the Church.’ He could recall scores of 
: »r;f instances in which bishops had, with these views, manipu- 
fy lated truth into falsehood, and not disdained to utilise 
^ absolute crime for the suppression of the opponents whom 
they dubbed heretical or dangerous. 

‘ If you take bits of mosaic and rearrange them,’ he said, 

‘ you can turn the image of a king into that of a reptile or 
a dog. But I do not see that much can be made of this 
sermon.’ 

6 1 will manage it,’ said Severian, ‘ and John’s doom is 
sealed.’ 

He went home to compose his forgery. He headed it 
with the one sentence which report attributed to Chrysos- 
\ tom: — ‘Again Herodias maddens, again she dances, again 
\ she demands the head <5f John.’ He appended a number 
\of loose sentences, many of which, in some form or other, 
^Jhrysostom may very likely have used on that or other 
occasions ; and then, getting tired of his task, took down 
a Syriac manuscript of his countryman, Ephrsem Syrus, 
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translated half of it into Greek, and tacked it on to the end 
oi his miserable patchwork. Then he had this forgery 
copied out by Phocas. And this was the manuscript which 
he submitted to Eudoxia as a verbatim report of Chrysos- 
tom s latest sermon ! 

It is still extant among the spurious works of St. 
Chrysostom, and, fortunately, bears on the face of it the 
proot that it is an unblushing forgery. 
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CHAPTER XLVIII 

THE FORGED SERMON 

Tu, licet extremos late dominere per Indos, 

Te Medns, te mollis Arabs, te Seres adorent; 

Si metuis, si prava cupis, si duceris ira, 

Servitii patiere jugum, tolerabis iniquas 
Interius leges. Tunc omnia jure tenebis 
Cum poteris rex esse tui. 

Claud. IV- Cons. Honor. 257-62. 

No sooner had she read the first sentence than the haughty, 
passionate woman flamed into uncontrollable rage. She 
knew that" Chrysostom, because his name was John, and 
his life was that of an ascetic, and his moral attitude in- 
flexible, was often compared with John the Baptist. The 
free street-cries of Constantinople could not leave her 
unaware that she was often called J ezebel and Herodias. 
She did not suspect the deceit which the Bishop of Gabala 
had practised upon her credulity, $nd she had so few oppor- 
tunities of seeing the world, except through the medium 
of contaminated minds, that she rarely arrived at the real 
truth. She accepted the report as genuine ; and that such 
language should be used of her in St. Sophia, and by the 
man whom she had x^ecalled two months earlier, and who 
had then lauded her piety and beneficence, was a fact 
which lay on her heart like a spark of fire. Severian, as 
he observed how hate and rage and wounded pride changed 
her face from red to pale and pale to red, and how her 
bosom heaved and her breath quivered and hissed as she 
turned over the leaves, felt that now at last his work was 
finally and effectually done, and exulted in his abominable 
heart. ^ 

Leaving his lie to produce its full effect, he took bis 
leave ; and she, knowing that the Emperor was alone, bqffifc 
unannounced into his presence. 

There was nothing which more shook the nerves ;i and 
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worried the immobile passivity of Arcadius than these 
sudden inroads from Eudoxia. Eutropius had formerly 
protected him from them, but now they were matters of 
constant occurrence. If we could imagine what would be 
the feelings of an automaton which found itself mated with 
a whirlwind we can realise what he felt. 

When they were in public the Emperor and Empress 
never neglected the most rigid conventions of imperial 
etiquette. Were they not both august, and their infant 
already an Augustus? Were they not both ‘adored’? 
Did not their courtiers cover their eyes with their hands 
as they approached them, as though to shield themselves 
from the too sun-like radiance ? In their public relations 
nothing disturbed the quotidian ague and frozen routine 
of gorgeous Byzantinism elaborated by Oriental servility. 
But when they were alone they indemnified themselves, 
for this ponderous parade of functional ineptitude by 
relapsing into interchanges of spleen as frankly human as 
those of the meanest of their subjects. Slaves, eunuchs, 
pages, chamberlains, and courtiers heard from the inmost 
recesses of the purple chambers voices raised into tones of 
the shrillest vehemence, and sometimes even scraps of 
objurgation with which they were not unfamiliar at the 
Chalcedonian Stairs and# other resorts of ordinary human 
clay, 

Arcadius knew that he had to prepare for the worst 
whenever Eudoxia invaded his privacy unaccompanied by 
any of her children. At certain times of the day, above 
all when she entered his room with a certain flounce of 
her imperial robes, as she did on this occasion, he made up 
his mind for a bad quarter of an hour. 

6 It is intolerable ! ’ she began, flinging herself down on 
a golden chair ; c it is quite sickeningly intolerable ! I 
would rather be a drudge in the bazaar than the Augusta 
if I am to submit to this.’ 

4 What is the matter now ? ’ asked Arcadius with an air 
of weary and irritated displeasure. 

4 The matter is that you are no longer Emperor of the 
East,’ she said, with frigid scorn. 

, ‘Indeed!’ replied Arcadius with studied indifference. 

4 Then who is Emperor? ’ 
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c That man ! 5 she almost screamed ; 4 and until you get 
rid of that man neither city, nor Church, nor Empire will 
have a moment’s peace ! 9 
4 That man being ? 5 

4 That Patriarch, that John of Antioch, who has been 
condemned by a synod of all sorts of crimes, and yet comes 
back ! 5 

4 Why, it is but two months,’ said Arcadius, 4 since you 
yourself were here on your knees, screeching and sobbing 
that night of the earthquake, and saying that God was 
destroying us because we had driven out that saint. It 

was you who drove him out 9 

4 1 never did! 5 said Eudoxia defiantly. 

4 1 know 1 you said you did not, 5 replied the Emperor ; 

, 4 but, if so, who did ? You wrote to Theophilus ; you were 
I daily caballing with the. bishops ; you got him banished by 
\ ; falsehoods 5 

4 This is too much, 5 said the Empress, as she listened with 
tightened lips. 

4 Then you summoned him back all in a hurry ; you sent 
messenger after messenger for him ; you went out to meet * 

him ; you kissed and hugged him 5 

4 Oh ! 5 shrieked Eudoxia, 4 is there no one to avenge 
me? 5 # 

4 And now, 5 said Arcadius, continuing his placid course 
with no regard to these interruptions, and feeling that for 
once he was, to use a vulgar expression, scoring — 4 and 
now you come raging and shrieking again, and want him 
banished; and then, after another earthquake, I feel no 
doubt you will rage and shriek again to have him recalled. 

I hate these scenes ! 5 „ , 

4 Very well, 5 she exclaimed, livid with wrath ; 4 so Arca- 
dius is such a pale-blooded phantom as to suffer the wife 
who has borne him four children to be publicly called a 
Jezebel and an Herodias before the lewd, seditious mob 
in his own church, not a stone’s-throw from his own 
palace. Would God, 5 she muttered, 4 1 had but married a 
man ! 5 

* Arcadius was about to adopt his usual plan, of doing 
nothing, and letting affairs take their course; but after a 
pause, in which Eudoxia had been indulging in inarticulate 
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sobs,^ she started up, and flung the spurious sermon at his 
feet in a perfect storm of passion. 

4 Read that ! 5 she said. 

Arcadius, in a* helpless way, picked it up, glanced at it, 
and let it drop, as if it did not particularly interest him. 

4 What are you going to do ? 5 

Arcadius did not answer. 

4 Am I to be thus grossly and daily insulted with im- 
punity?’ 

Still the same sullen silence, more maddening to Eudoxia 
than any speech. 

4 Are you a man, or a dastard ? 5 

4 Are you a woman, or a fury V 

4 W ould that I had never left the house of Promotus ! 5 

4 One thing only is clear to me,’ said the Emperor: 
4 which is, that I was quite infinitely less worried in the 
days of Eutropius . 5 

‘Then choose out some slave from the dregs of your 
eunuchs, and make him lord over you , 5 screamed Eudoxia ; 
4 but understand that you will be made the veiled joke of 
the comedians in the theatre. The meanest clown in Con- 
stantinople will sneer at the man who is more cowardly 
than himself ; for even such a clown would hit the man 
who insulted his wife . 5 * 

4 Do what you like ; have it your own way ; only leave 
me in peace , 5 said Arcadius in a tone of unspeakable 
disgust. He sank back on the cushions of his divan, 
utterly wretched, and closed his heavy eyes. He was 
much to be pitied. Had his wife been the sweet and 
gentle woman that his mother had been he might have 
been a better ruler and a less miserable man. But — 

Look you, the grey mare 
Is ill to live with when her whinny shrills 
Prom tile to scullery, and her small goodman 
Shrinks in his armchair, while the fires of hell ■ 

Mix with his hearth. 
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CHAPTER XLIX 

INTRIGUE TRIUMPHANT 

Of all malicious acts abhorred in heaven 
The end is injury ; and all such end 
Either by force or fraud works others’ woe ; 

But fraud, because of man’s peculiar evil, 

To God is more displeasing. — Dante, Inf . 1 xi. 23. 

It soon became patent to all the world that Eudoxia was 
leaving no stone unturned to ruin the Patriarch, and 
darkest clouds of misgiving closed over the last smile of 
brief sunshine in the hearts of his friends. The Empress 
had again invoked the aid of Theophilus, and though he 
would not come in person, he was sending i three miserable 
Egyptians ’ to act in his name. All the other bishops and 
ecclesiastics to whom Chrysostom’s very virtues were a 
reproach were speeding like vultures to a feast. •Another 
Council was to be held, about which two things were clear 
— that it would not be the General Council which the 
Patriarch had demanded; and that, under the terrifying 
influence of the Court, it would be all but exclusively 
composed of the Patriarch’s opponents. 

Those who were not in the secret could not understand 
the rush and blare of the new thunderstorm. Chrysostom 
had only shared the feeling of every sincere Christian in 
the city in deploring the ragan profanities which accom- 
panied the Sunday inauguration of Eudoxia’s statue, and 
surely his disapprobation could not have created an offence 
so deadly as to cause his destruction to be determined. 
Philip and Kallias alone divined the secret. Kallias 
knew that ere now spurious sermons, attributed to Chrys- 
ostom, had been handed about. He sorely suspected a 
plot between the reporter Phocas and his patron, Severian ; 
and Philip agreed with him. , Philip determined to take 
the bull by the horns, and walked with Eutyches to the 
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lodging of Phocas. Philip never attempted a ruse. If he 
carried a point, it was always by frank forthrightness. 

4 Phocas,’ he said, 4 we love the Patriarch, and have 
reason to fear that the present exasperation of the Court 
against him must be based on travesties of what he really 
said about the Augusta’s statue. Would you mind lending 
us your verbatim report ? ’ 

4 That you may compare it with that of your friend 
Kallias,’ said Phocas, with a touch of professional jealousy, 

4 and injure my reputation as a tachygraphist, to his ad- 
vantage. 5 

4 Nay, 5 said Eutyches, with the frank smile which dis- 
armed opposition. 4 We really are not capable of such 
small tricks. Philip has told you that we have reasons 
for suspecting that he whom we regard as a father is 
being ruined by subterranean plots. It may help us and 
save him if by two reports — Kallias’s and yours together 
1 — we can prove that he said nothing wrong. No reporter 
in Constantinople comes near you two. 5 

4 That boy knows how to flatter, 5 said Phocas, disarmed. 
4 Well, you shall see my report.’ 

They saw it, and found that while in a few expressions 
it had been a little coloured, it agreed in the main with 
that of their friend. # 

‘ Was this the. report which, as people say, Severian 
showed to the Empress? 5 asked Philip. 

‘That I don’t know, 5 answered Phocas; ‘but Severian 
paid me for a copy. 5 

They thanked him, and parted good friends; but 
Philip determined to push his inquiries a little further. 

He went to Amantius ; but though Amantius was 
Eudoxia’s chamberlain, she never shared her secrets with 
him. He could give no information. Nor could Briso. 
He had seen a manuscript, in a handwriting which he 
knew to be Severian’s, lying on the table of the Empress’s 
room. He knew no more. 

4 Could you not get me a glimpse of it?’ asked Philip. 

1 4 Any attempt to do so, my good youth,, might simply 
coet us our heads, 5 said Briso ; 4 and I doubt whether any 
good would result from it.’ : . 

■ Philip’s, plans were defeated. Unless God threw His 


422 UAT^EjRING CLOUDS • 

shield of protection over his beloved master he could now 
see no hope. 

The bishops who were hurrying to Constantinople were 
deliberately poisoned against Chrysostom by his enemies, 
or won over by the bribes and threats of Eudoxia’s agents. 

One honest man, Theodotus of Tyana, finding that he was 
expected to take part, not in a trial,' but in a conspiracy, 
turned his back on the capital and returned to his own » 
diocese. 

Christmas was now close at hand, and on Christmas 
Day the Emperor and Empress always attended St. Sophia 
in state. Now, however, Arcadius announced that he 
could not again communicate with Chrysostom until he had 
cleared himself of the heavy charges against him. Chrysos- 
tom replied that to clear himself was what he had always 
longed for, and that whenever the Emperor would sum- 
mon a fair and free Council he would with the utmost 
pleasure appear before it. Even before the packed as- 
semblage, which it was ridiculous to describe as a Council, 
he was ready to appear as soon as they formulated their 
charges and adduced their witnesses. 

The boldness of his innocence alarmed his adversaries. 

What if he should appear in person, and by his innocence, 
his eloquence, his popularity, his array of overwhelming 
refutation, should scatter their trumpery falsehoods and 
trivialities to the four winds, and emerge from the storm 
more invincible than ever? This would not at all suit 
them. They wrote to Theophilus for counsel, and he J 

advised them to rely exclusively on a canon of the Antio- j 

chene Council of 341 which forbade a bishop dispossessed *1 

by a synod to return to his see until he had been recalled j 

by another synod. According to that canon, said Theophi- 
lus, John had no right whatever to be in Constantinople. 

The answer of Chrysostom to this pretext was over- 
whelming. The Synod of the Oak was wholly incom- 
petent; it broke every conceivable law of ecclesiastical 
discipline and of common equity; it was composed of ^ 

Egyptian hangers-on of Theophilus. Its assembling in S 

his: own diocese to s,it in judgment upon him was a direct -4 
\ violation of rules of the Council of Nice, on which nobody | 

had insisted more strongly than Theophilus himself*, i 
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Next, even if the Synod of the Oak had been valid, its 
decrees had at the time been rejected by a much larger 
synod of bishops sitting with Chrysostom, including seven 
metropolitans. 

Thirdly, Chrysostom’s return had since then been , 
approved and his entire innocence asserted by an agree- 
ment of at least sixty bishops — nearly double the number 
which had voted at the Oak. 

Fourthly, Chrysostom had not returned of his own 
accord at all, but had been carried back, almost by violence, 
by his people, and in obedience to the commands of the 
Imperial Court. 

Fifthly, the Council of Antioch which passed the canon 
now adduced against him was an heretical Council, of 
which the authority was repudiated by the Church ; and 
this very canon could have no better proof of its worth- 
lessness than that it had been forged as an implement of 
oppression to overthrow the holy Athanasius. 

Against these decisive considerations the episcopal con- 
spirators raged in vain. At last they urged the Emperor 
to hear the matter pleaded by ten bishops on either side. 
What Severian’s party lacked in argument they compen- t 
sated by a noise and bluster so unseemly as to threaten f 
scenes of violence in the, Emperor’s very presence. . Await- j 
ing a moment’s lull in the wild storm, Elpidius, Bishop of 5 
Laodicea — an aged and blameless prelate, with white hair 
and beard, and venerable aspect, who was on the side of j 
Chrysostom — arose. He said in his quiet voice : 4 Emperor, \ 
will you ask Severian and his party whether they are xeady 
to subscribe to the creed of the Council of Antioch ? If 
they cannot do this the Council was heretical and its canons 
are invalid.’ The opponents of Chrysostom were thunder- 
struck by this very simple but unexpected proposal, which 
Arcadius, with a smile, declared to be excellent. They 
stood silent; but at last, out of mere bravaHSTthey said 
they would subscribe to the faith of the Council of Antioch, 
and broke up the discussion. They never dared to do 
what they had promised, and excused themselves by the 
monstrous pretence that the promise had only been extorted 

by force. . 

This might have seemed a triumph for the' Patriarch ; 
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but it was fruitless. Eudoxia had decided to expel 
Chrysostom, if not by semi-legal methods, then by open 
tyranny. Might should be right ; and if any of the bishops 
who were friendly to him refused to succumb either to 
bribes or menaces, then the Patriarch should be expelled 
in spite of them, and with complete disregard to their 
remonstrances. 


| 
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CHAPTER L 
PROLONGED AGONY 

_ The history of the Byzantine Empire is a monotonous story of the in- 
trigues of priests, women, and eunuchs ; of poisonings, of conspiracies, of 
uniform ingratitude, of perpetual patricides. 

Lecky, European Morals , ii. 14. 

The year blossomed into Lent, and all things still re- ■ 

mained in a condition of trouble and uncertainty. The 
state of things at Constantinople was as when two armies 
watch each other for months from opposite heights, and J 

neither dares to attack the other; and there seemed no A 

hope of peace or of any return to normal duties. 

It was the party of unscrupulous episcopal malcontents, 4 
envenomed by their own jealousy and goaded forward by 
the furies of Eudoxia, who were most afraid. Easter was ; 

approaching. They dreaded lest the. Emperor would on 
that great festal day go to St. Sophia^and be impressed 
by the passionate love and fidelity withi which the multi- /'/ 
tude clung to their great pastor. This must be prevented /£ 
at all hazards. They went' to Arcadiusi headed as usual ^ 

by Severian, and begged that as Chrysostom was entirely 
defeated, and had been condemned by two synods, he 
might be expelled from the church. But had Chrysostom ; 
been so defeated, so condemned ? Arcadius, in his some- ' ; 

what constipated intellect, felt considerable doubts as to A 

the truth of either assertion, and expressed them. - t 

c You should believe us/ said Severian ; ‘ we are bishops, / 

and a true bishop cannot lie.’ 

‘It depends on how you define a true bishop,’ thought 
Arcadius ; but he was, as a rule, at the mercy of the last A 
speaker, and usually adopted the course which cost, him * 
least trouble at the moment. He therefore so far yielded 
as to send a message to Chrysostom that, as he h^d been 
condemned, he must keep at a distance from his church. 
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4 I received the Church from God, my Redeemer/ 
answered the Patriarch, , 4 for the care of His people. 
Therefore I may not abandon it. If you wish to drive 
me out by violence, it is, of course, in your power to do 
so.’ 

Arcadius wavered. 4 It might,’ he said, 4 cause another 
earthquake. I will confine him to the Patriarcheion. 
Then, if God gives any sign of anger, I can send him back 
to his church.’ 

# This was truly to seek after a sign! Chrysostom 
might dispute the Emperor’s right to deliver such a com- 
mand, but it reduced him to the condition of a prisoner in 
his own palace. Yet, even so, it was clear that the popu- 
lace was in an excited state, and, fearing some terrible out- 
break of their wrath at this treatment of the one man whom 
they loved and trusted, Arcadius, in extreme misgiving, 
sent for Acacius and Antiochus. He would not send for 
Severian, for whom he had acquired a complete disgust, 
although he continued to be to Eudoxia the trusted agent 
of all scoundrelism. The Bishops of Beroea and Ptolemais 
— the dotard, whose dignity had been offended, and the 
adventurer, who hated a virtue so far above his own — 
urged the wavering Emperor to depose the Patriarch. 

Like Pilate, he still hesitated. „ 

And, like Annas and Caiaphas, they *cried, 4 On us be 
the guilt ! ’ 

But there were still forty bishops who were in daily 
communion with the Patriarch, and they determined to 
make one more effort to save him. They are but the 
fewest whom a good cause stirs to the activity which the 
votaries of evil display for their bad ends. The devil, as 
a rule, receives from his servants an energy of devotion 
which is often lacking in the servants of Christ. Men 
who have yielded themselves slaves to envy leap and 
bound upon their errands like steeds at the crack of a 
whip, while at the trumpet-call of duty men crawl like 
snails. The strenuousness of malice spurred Severian 
and his abettors to ardent vigour ; the wrongs outpoured 
on righteousness evoked little more than murmurs of 
r 4 What a shame!’ 

s The 4 Johannite ’ bishops* as * Chryspstom’s friends w§a?e. 





PROLONGED AGONY 427 

called, heard that the Emperor and Empress were going 
to prayers at the Church of the Martyrs, and went forth 
in a body to meet them. With tears they besought their 
Majesties to restore the pastor to his church for the great 
Easter festival. They met with a curt refusal, for by the 
side of the more pliable Arcadius sat his evil genius in the 
person of Eudoxia. Then Paul, Bishop of Crateia, plucked ; 
up courage, and cried, ‘Eudoxia, fear God! have pity on/ 
thy children ! Stain not with bloodshed the high feast off 
our Lord.’ * 

Their appeals were dashed to pieces like weak waves on 
the rock of her hatred. She would not yield, but was 
only the more hardened, provoking the doom which so 
speedily awaited her. 

Easter Eve was the great season for baptisms. On that 
Easter Eve, a.d. 404, no fewer than 3,000 were to be 
admitted into the Church of God. All these catechumens 
were assembled in the Baptistery, and the sacred service 
had begun, amid ringing hymns and holy rejoicing, as the 
white-robed candidates stood ready to enter the holy font 
under the light of many lamps. It was at that moment 
that a rabble of Chrysostom’s enemies, headed by the 
Bishop pf Gabala, and protected by a band of soldiers, 
many of them Pagans, Asians, and unbaptised, burst in with 
the purpose of seizing the Cathedral, that it might not 
be occupied by the faithful on Easter Day. A fright- 
ful tumult arose. The brutal soldiery rushed upon the 
catechumens. Many of them were women ; many of them 
were boys or youths; most of them were partially un- 
dressed, preparatory to immersion. They were driven to 
hasty flight without even having time to snatch up their , 
most necessary garments. The priests and deacons who 
were taking part in the ceremony were seized, and their 
sacred garments torn off their backs. Many were severely 
wounded. The lustral water of the font blushed with, the 
horrid taint of blood. In the plunder the soldiers profaned 
the Holy Table, and the dress of coarse legionaries was 
incarnadined with consecrated wine scattered over them 
from upturned chalices of the grapes of God. 

Undismayed by so terrific a violation of all sanctities, 
the faithful flock of Chrysostom, after they had *been 
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, scattered from the Baptistery, assembled in the Baths of 
Constantine to complete the sacred ceremony of initiation. 
It was now past midnight, and nothing would less serve 
the purpose of Severian and Acacius than that the Em- 
peror should, the next morning, find the Cathedral per- 
fectly deserted, from the indignation of a people deprived 
of their true shepherd. They therefore determined that 
the multitude should be driven into St. Sophia by violence, 
and begged Arcadius for a body of troops to carry out 
their abhorrent purpose. With the fear of Eudoxia before 
his eyes the helpless ruler of the world acceded to their 
request. Once more the palace troops were put into 
requisition. A body of Thracian shield-bearers stormed 
the church which the catechumens had improvised in the 
Baths of Constantine. Their leader, Lucius, had been 
bidden by Arcadius to abstain from extremes ; but as they 
would not disperse, he was bribed by Severian and Acacius 
to use force. He did so, nothing loth, and set the example 
to his rude Thracians by banging about him with a trun- 
cheon, which, without the smallest remorse, he brought 
down with equal indifference on the white hair of aged, 
men and on the bright locks of young catechumens, and 
| wielded with equal impartiality against the clergy^and the 
j laity. Scenes then took place even grosser than before* 

< The faithful were scattered ; wounds ware dealt freely on 
every side ; the clergy were savagely beaten ; and the 
j soldiers looted everything on which they could lay their 
/ hands, not even excluding the holy vessels. Next morn- 
ing the public places were placarded with notices threaten- 
ing exemplary vengeance on all who would not renounce 
communion with Chrysostom. 

It was thus that the holy Bishops of Gabala, Beroea and 
Ptolemais glutted their execrable passions in the name of 
Christianity, and disgraced the Gospel of Peace with infa- 
mous barbarities. 

J But the faithful were still undaunted. They would not 
desert their Patriarch ; they would not join th$ vile phalanx 
of his enemies. As they might not worship God in 
Sophia, they streamed out of the city in a body to worship 
Him, under green trees and the shadows of wooded hills, 
on a spot set apart by Constantine for the Circensia& 
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games. It happened that the Emperor had gone to a church 
outside the city for his Easter service, and on his return 
caught sight of a great crowd of white-rohed catechumens 
and other worshippers. He asked, in astonishment, who 
they were. 4 Oh ! they are heretics,’ said some of his 
lying attendants ; and when he returned, Severian and his 
fellow-conspirators asked permission to have them scat- 
tered and their teachers arrested. The permission was 
granted. Again the imperial myrmidons, rejoicing at 
their task, fell upon the innocent worshippers. They tore 
the valuable earrings out of the ears of the women, often 
tearing a part of the ears with them. The clergy, the 
eminent laymen, the leading members of the congrega- 
tion, were seized, and flung into the common prisons. 
Thus the very prisons were turned into churches, and rang 
with holy hymns. And still the great mass of the people 
remained unshaken in their allegiance to their Bishop, for 
whose sake multitudes were ready to brave martyrdom 
itself. 

Such were the successive tidings which troubled to 
their inmost depths the hearts of Chrysostom and of the 
friendly prelates who still surrounded him. And it may 
•#ell be imagined that his three young secretaries — Philip, 
Khllias, and Eutyches — .were plunged into a grief which 
crushed their spirits into the dust. 

4 Father,’ said Philip, ‘this life must be unspeakably 
dreary to you ; our hearts bleed for you.’ 

4 It is not so much that it is unspeakably dreary,’ said 
the Patriarch, 4 or even that there is a heavy trial in its 
uncertainty. I am not the first of Christ’s servants, nor 
shall I be the last by many millions, to find that it is truly. 
a misery to live up on earth. Job experienced, a thousand 
years ago, tEaF^m m isT)or n to sorrow as the sparks fly 
upm &ds.’’ But aTHhispe^^ 

with fortitude. The grief which will not be healed is my 
grief for the Church and for my people. They are a vine- 
yard which whole troops of wild boars are laying waste. 
And I cannot tell — oh! I cannot tell — what the end 
mil be. But it must be near at hand.’ 

4 Would that I had the gift of insight, as Michael had,’ 
said Philip. 4 He warned us of calamities at hand.’' ” 
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‘We need not prophesy, my Philip. In the long run, 
“ Say ye to the righteous, it shall be well with him ” ; but 
we were warned that the hundredfold reward should be 
“ with persecutions.” ’ 

As though to emphasise their words there sounded in 
the room a tumult from without. Philip ran to inquire 
what it was. He learnt too soon. A man who pretended 
to be a maniac had made his way to the porch, and was 
brandishing a huge dagger, and swearing that he would 
murder Chrysostom. He had been seized, and would 
have been torn to pieces by the mob, but the Patriarch 
despatched Philip to the City Prefect, who was close at 
hand. The man was taken red-handed. Ho one doubted 
either that his madness was simulated or that he was an 
agent of the devilish wickedness of the clerics who thirsted 
for the Patriarch’s blood. The Prsefect ordered him to be 
examined by torture ; but before it was applied Chrysos- 
tom sent some bishops to intercede for him, and to set 
him free. He hoped even against hope that his enemies 
might be overcome by his immense forbearance. 

He hoped in vain ! Ecclesiastical malice is the bitterest 
and mos t unscrupuloug ,, *^fonn mallceH ^ 
human r ace.. It was very shortly after .this act oJ lmefcy 
that Eutyches came running infco the anteroom with a 
white face to tell Philip and Kallias that* a murderer with 
a dagger was raging at large in the Thomaites. The 
youths jumped up at once, and Philip seized a club which, 
in these dangerous days, he had thought it safe to keep 
in a corner of the room. In the great hall was a scene of 
terror and confusion. A slave with a dagger had forced 
his way in, and, on being confronted by one of the 
Patriarch’s servants, had stabbed him. He had wounded 
a second, who fled from him with loud cries. He had 
stricken to the earth with his weapon a third who tried to 
stop him; and as by this time a universal tumult had 
arisen, he fled, and with reckless fury dealt wounds more 
or less deadly upon four others. thus, when the two 
young men ran into the hall the assassin had already 
killed or wounded no less than seven persons of the house- 
hold of Chrysostom. 

Bushing upon him, Philip brought down the club with' 
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all his might upon the wretch’s shoulder, and the blow 
was so strong and so well dealt that he was smitten to 
the ground by the shock of it. At the same instant 
Kallias seized him by the right hand, dealt him a blow on 
the temple, and wrenched the dagger, which was streaming 
with blood, out of his grasp. Gasping and utterly dis- 
comfited, he was bound, and dragged into the Patriarch’s 
presence. 

Conscious of his frightful guilt, the bravo, who had 
shown courage enough so far as personal recklessness was 
concerned, was cowed into inconceivable abjectness in the 
holy presence of the Archbishop whom he had designed 
for his victim. His knees trembled under him, his face 
grew ashen with deadly pallor, his teeth chattered in such 
a way as to render his words almost unintelligible. 
Would the Patriarch strike him dead with a glance? 
Would he curse him with a sign into madness and hideous 
leprosy, and send him 

Unhouselled, unanointed, unaneled, 

No reckoning made, but sent to his account 
With all his imperfections on his head, 

into the horror of some inconceivable and endless hell ? 

‘Pardon! pardon! parcjon!’ he shrieked. ‘It was not 
my doing. I was s^nt to murder you. I received a bribe.’ 

‘ For what bribe did you sell your guilty soul ? ’ asked 
Chrysostom. 

‘ For fifty gold pieces.’ 

‘ Did Judas profit by the thirty pieces of silver for which 
he sold his Lord?’ 

‘ Oh ! send me not to hell,’ shrieked the wretch again, 
trying to fling himself prostrate, and crawl, grovelling in 
the dust, to the Patriarch’s feet. ‘ I am not so bad as he 
who sent me.’ 

‘ Who sent you?’ 

‘ One of your own presbyters.’ 

‘ Say who it was, you foul murderer,’ said Philip, clutch- 
ing him by the hair. 

‘ Gently, Philip, gently,’ said Chrysostom. 

‘ Yes ; but, father, four of the villain’s murdered inno- 
cent victims lie dead on the floor of the hall, and who' can 
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tell whether even the three others who are badly wounded 
will survive ? ’ 

6 1 will tell you who bribed me to murder, 5 said the 
wretch sullenly. 4 It was the priest Elpidius. I am his 
slave. If holy priests bribe slaves to murder, how can 
ignorant slaves resist ? Curse him ! Curse him ! May 
God curse him ! ’ 

4 His was the greater crime,’ said Chrysostom. 4 As for" 
your attempt upon my own life, I forgive it. May God 
also forgive it! But you have murdered four, perhaps 
seven, innocent men, and it would be a sin to set you free. 
Take him to the Prefect. 5 

4 Oh ! 5 said Philip to the assassin, 4 1 dare not trust my 
own rage to drag you to justice. Tell your master, if ever 
you see his face again, that he is an infinitely viler reptile 
even than you. I hope that he may never cross my path, 
or I know not how I could abstain from throttling him, 
priest or no priest.’ 

4 Philip ! Philip ! ’ said Chrysostom to the passionately 
I excited youth, 4 control your anger. You are a Christian, 

I a true Christian ; be not transported beyond yourself, even 
I for my sake. The wrath of man worketh not the right- 
§ eousness of God.’ * 

4 Pardon, my father,’ said Philip, kneeling, 4 and forgive 
me. Bless me, even me also, oh my father ! ’ 

4 You need little forgiveness, my son. Your anger was 

f enerous. Only, let it burn no more. I give you my 
est blessing. God will reward your faithful love for me. 

The world is forsaking me, but you ’ 

He could not finish the sentence. 

4 We — I, Eutyches, Kallias — yes, and some even among 
the bishops and the clergy — we will never forsake you, 
even to the death,’ sobbed the remorseful youth. 

I But now that the people of Constantinople felt that the 
Jlife of their idol was no longer safe from the burning fury 
| of Eudoxia and the murderous malice of priests and 
f bishops, they determined to watch for him, and protect 
him day and night, as the people of Milan had defended 
Ambrose. They divided themselves into relays, and 
guarded every private and public gate which led into the 
" Bishop’s palace. 
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But it had been only necessary to defend for a few days 
the life of Ambrose. A bishop could not be protected in 
his house by his people from Court and clergy day and 
night for ever; nor could everything in the Church and* 
in the City remain in this state of unstable equilibrium. 
The fact that neither the priest Elpidius, nor the slaves 
whom he had bribed to assassinate Chrysostom — who had! 
actually murdered seven perfectly innocent victims — l 
were punished, showed the horrible demoralisation of I 
imperial justice. But Chrysostom still lived, and was | 
still in the Patriarcheion. It became intolerable to the 
^ conspiring prelates that they should be unable to snatch 
", the spoils of their victory ; nor was the frenzy of Eudoxia 
A and her Jezebels yet sated, with vengeance. Things went 
\pn in this dreary way from Easter till it was nearly Whit- 
suntide. No one felt more deeply than Chrysostom that it 
could not last. He had for some time been secretly mak- 
ings ug„ his mind tcvsate by voluntary sacrifice the episcopal 
tigers who were thirsting for his blood. Since their wrath 
was so fierqe and their hatred so implacable, he would vol- 
untarily end the strife, and make way for another. He 
did not object to the loss of his rank or state ; he was con- 
tent to be driven by force from his home and from his see ; 
he was ready to offer his life in sacrifice ; and, if it were 
Hod’s will, he could lay it down as lightly as a pin. ^ Ope 
thing he would maintain till death — it was his stainless t 
innocence; it was that his character had been void off 
offence towards God and towards man. 

From the execrable corruption dominant in the Church 
of the East he turned to what he trusted was, in some 
respects, the purer Church of the West. He wrote to! 
Innocent I., Bishop of Rome, to Chromatius, Bishop of 
*Aquileia, and to Venerius, who now occupied the episco- 
pal throne of Milan. He might hope that, through the 
law-abiding justice of the West, the Church might be 
delivered from the licentious turbulence into which the 
intrigues of Theophilus and his fellow-conspirators, fos-^ 
; tered by the overweening arrogance of a semi-barbarian! 
i Empress, had plunged the disordered East. In this letter, 

' after describing the scenes of riot and oppression which 
had dragged down the Church of Constantinople, he ern- 
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treated them to put an end to this condition of frightful 
confusion; to declare his pretended condemnation to 
have been tyrannous, irregular, null, and void; and to 
censure those who, in committing these iniquities, had 
treated him with more violent injustice than even Scyth- 
ians or Sarmatians would have ventured to commit. 

It required a bold and trusty messenger to bear this 
letter; and as the movements of a bishop, or even of a 
deacon, might be more jealously watched and impeded, 
he determined to send Kallias, for whom he felt a warm 
regard. He could take the letters secretly; his move- 
ments, as he was a mere youth, would not be regarded 
with suspicion; his talents . asja tachygraph might prove 
dseful ; his blameless and ingenuous character would be 
a passport through all difficulties. Eutyches was too/ 
young and inexperienced. Philip could not be spared. 
Kallias was instructed to visit first the three great bishops 
to whom the letter was addressed, and then to see . any 
other eminent prelate to whom he could find access, and, 
if possible, to enlist the sympathies of the great Stilicb 
and of the Emperor Honorius himself. All details were 
left to his faithfulness and ingenuity, and a sum of money 
was entrusted to him to meet all his probable expenses. 
Kallias, before he started, had njany a long and earnest 
conversation with Philip, and agreed <&t every possible 
opportunity to send news of his doings. 
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CHAPTER LI 
DRIVEN FORTH 


» ‘ I have loved righteousness and hated iniquity ; therefore I die in exile.’ 
f Gregory VII. 


\ Thus miserably did things drag on till Whitsunday, while 
Ncivil oppression, animated by the burning passions of 
Eudoxia and the vitriolic malignity of the bishops, per- 
mitted scenes of shame and brutality to violate even the 
sanctuary of God. The fury of oaths, the screams of the 
tortured, the whistling of scourges, were heard even in 
churches, while the attempt was made to coerce the faith- 
ful to anathematise the holy pastor whom they loved. 
Men recalled the language of the Gospels — ‘ And there 
shall be # signs in sun, and moon, and stars; and upon 
earth distress of nations^ in perplexity for the roaring of 
the sea and the billows; men’s hearts failing them for 
fear, and for expectation of the things which are coming 
on the world; for the powers of the heavens shall be 
shaken.’ Nor was their dread unreasonable. The defeat, 
deposition, exile* and martyrdom — for martyrdom to all 
intents and purposes it was — of the saintly Patriarch of 
Constantinople l^d to age-long consequences, both in the 
East and in the West. In the West, the events which 
issued from it tended to establish the influence of the 
Bishop of Rome at a period when that influence was in 
many respects for the advantage of mankind, and before it 
had been distorted by forged donations and false decretals . 
into a cruel and pernicious tyranny. In the East, it de- 
graded the Church into an abject subservience, in which 
she abdicated her functions as a denouncer of luxury and , 
oppression, and submitted to ‘the Caesaro-papism’ of 
wavering despots. 
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The days of trouble and rebuke and blasphemy, in 
which, to use the image of the prophet, the children were 
brought to the birth, and there was not strength to bring 
forth, dragged on amid alarms, tumults, and attempted 
assassinations till Whitsuntide, June 5, 404. Eudoxia 
, and her priestly instigators felt that any further delay in 
the consummation of their plots would be fraught with^ 
peril. In the plenitude of autocracy they still felt the, 
terror of the guilt which trembles before unarmed ‘ 
innocence. The passionate enthusiasm of the people for 
their Bishop might still triumph over the conscientious 
timidity of the Emperor. Their hideous plots of murder 
had been frustrated; it might happen that truth and 
righteousness would still triumph, and so their dark webs i 
of lies and bribery be torn to shreds. Arcadius, terrified/ 
lest the crime of his connivance in accusations which h$ 
knew to be the perjuries of jealousy and hatred shoyld 
provoke the intervention of Heaven, had been waiting/for 
some admonitory eclipse and earthquake.- which might 
once more frighten Eudoxia. This would have given him 
the excuse for dismissing the episcopal intriguers to their 
neglected sees and restoring Chrysostom to his Patriarchal 
throne. But in those burning days of June no thunder- 
bolt fell, no storm disturbed the^ azure sleep of '’heaven. 
Meanwhile the- passionate importunities^ of the Empress 
disturbed his abnegation of all effectual power. His 
conduct was finally decided by the four worst bishops who 
were leaders of the Empress’s party. These men — 
Antiochus, Acacius, Cyrinjos, and Severian — urged by 
Eudoxia, demanded an audience, and came into his pres- 
ence. Arcadius was no match for these sanctimonious 
criminals, though even his obtuseness saw to the depths of 
^ their villainy. 4 Emperor ! ’ they said to him — for it was 
their , snake-like policy to enslime their victim ere they 
gorged — 6 Emperor ! thou hast been appointed ruler hy 
Grod that all may obey thee, and that thou mayst act 
according to thy will. Be not more compassionate than 
priests, more holy than bishops ! We have said before all 
the world, “ Let the Reposition 0 f John be on our heads.” 
Do not destroy us all that thou mayst spare one.’ 

‘Well/ replied the Emperor, ‘ if yours is the crime, yours 
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be the penalty. I hold John to be innocent and orthodox ; 
if you force me to offend Heaven by wronging him, let his 
blood fall on your heads.’ 

Then they said of Christ’s servant as the priests of old 
had said of Christ Himself : 4 His blood be on us and our 
children’; and Arcadius, like Pilate, practically washed 
his hands of the matter, and said, 4 1 am innocent of the 
blood of this just person. See ye to it ! ’ 

At noon that day Patricius, the principal notary of the 
Emperor, was a bearer of a note to the Patriarch in which 
Arcadius said: 4 The four bishops make themselves re- 
sponsible for your deposition. Commend your affairs to 
God, and depart hence without delay.’ 

4 Commend your affairs to Gcod. r Even in that phrase 
the Emperor betrayed the fact that his rescript was the 
outcome, not of his convictions, but of his imbecility. 

Clearly, however, the order was meant to be final ; and 
it was precise. Chrysostom, anxious to put an end to 
intolerable complications, which threatened to have a ter- 
rible ending, and deeming it a duty in the last extreme to 
submit to the powers that be, prepared to obey. A group 
of bishops and clergy were with him in the Patriarcheion. 
He read them the Emperor’s letter, and told them that he 
would tfe willing in a few moments to go with them to the 
Cathedral, and thence t8 depart he knew not whither. 

Then he went" into his study, and called Philip and 
Eutyches to him. 

4 My sons,’ he said to them, controlling his deep emotion 
by a strong effort, 4 the destined hour has struck. The 
Emperor has sent me his decree of banishment, which I 
can resist no longer. I depart hence, and a voice tells me 
that when in a few moments I leave this home, which men 
call my palace, I leave it for ever. My place shall know 
me no more. I am in God’s hands. His will be done, not 
mine.’ 

He paused, lest he should break into uncontrollable 
weeping ; for the two youths had kneeled at his feet and 
had grasped his either hand, and could not speak, but 
were kissing his hands and bathing them with their tears. 

Gently he disengaged his hands, and laid them in bless- 
..ing on the dark locks of Philip and the short, fait hair of 
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Eutyches. 4 My dear, dear sons,’ lie said, 4 1 have seen day by 
day your goodness, and faithfulness, and love to me. It 
costs me a keener pang to part from you than from any 
others. You have been utterly true to me. Dear Philip, 
for years you have brightened my days, you have lightened 
my labours. I always knew that whatever I trusted to you 
would be done, and well done. I had but to mention it to 
you, and then I could dismiss it from my mind. And you, 
dear Eutyches, I have rejoiced to see you growing up in 
holiness, 44 like the flower of roses in the spring of the year, 
and like lilies by the watercourses.” Farewell ! farewell, 
my children ! and the God of mercy and of peace be with 
you!’ 

They had hidden their faces in their hands, and he made 
over them the sign of benediction ; but then Philip sprang 
up impetuously. 

4 Nay, my father,’ he said, 4 bid us not leave you. We 
will go where you go, we will die where you die. As 
your God is our God, so your trials shall be ours.’ 

‘Not so, my sons,’ he said gently. ‘Your sympathy, 
your service, would indeed be to me an immense consola- 
tion. But how can I suffer you to blight your youth for 
my sake? I jam an old man; my days are spent; my 
wpxk js done T mine enemies Have triumphed. *Tgo, like 
St. Paul™ knowing nothing, save # that iij every city bonds 
and imprisonment await me. The dark days which 
Michael foresaw have come ; I know not even whether 
for me in this world at eventide there shall be light. But 
as for you — live out your lives in God’s faith and fear, 
an d may He give your of < T3G s "I gOQQSessV v 

^We cannot leave you, father,’ sobbed Eutyches. 4 Bet- 
ter trial and persecution with you than to know that you 
were in trouble, and that we were far away, and could do 
nothing to lighten your griefs.’ 

4 Ah ! my dear son, Eutyches, it may not be,’ said the 
Patriarch. 4 It would not be permitted, even if I could 
desire it. But take comfort, my boy. To know that you 
are well and happy will be a far deeper alleviation to me 
than to see your young lives devastated for my sake with 
premature anguish. And oh ! cease, cease, my sons. By 
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your weeping you break my heart, 
this hour* . even JaJte. mi^stjrf ! JBELe~, 
for 1 am inn ocent . If you grow up to suner, may you 
^^up ffio lo 1 know and feel that t o suffer with Christ 

is not t o suf fer.’ 

^‘"Hut 'when he saw that neither of them could speak, he 
added, very calmly, ‘ Nay, my sons, g ive not way to g^ JBBfij 1 
t o grief* To do so were to d^ubt, yj 

YouTmy PEUpiktay to look after my few possessions, and 
to see that the dear old servants of my youth are con- 
ducted safely back to my borne at Antioch. And you, 
my beloved Eutyches, when I am gone, Philip and Olym- 
pias will see that you lack nothing till you become a 
presbyter. I have left you both provided for, in the pres- 
ent and in the future, as this paper will show you, Philip. 
Farewell ! Farewell ! ’ 

He lifted them from their kneeling attitude, kissed them 
on both cheeks, and, with his face still bathed in tears, 
went out to the bishops and presbyters in the Thomaites. 

‘Come,’ he said to them ; ‘let us go to pray for the last 
time, and to bid farewell to the Angel of the Church. 

The distance was short, and they walked to St. Sophia 
under an escort of the palace guards. They found many 
assembled in the church, and an immense multitude, dimly 
cognisant that sojne great crisis was at hand, crowded all 
the streets and avenues. Chrysostom and his friends 
passed up the ambo-stairs, behind the curtains of the Sacra- 
rium. He had scarcely entered when a note from his 
friend Aurelian was put into his hands. 4 Hasten . it said ; l 
‘the brutal ruffian, Lucius, is posted with a company of I 
soldiers in the Baths of Zeuxippus. He swears that it / 
you linger he will drag you out of the church by force. . 
Leave the church secretly, or there will be a collision I 
between the troops and the people, and the streets will run 

with blood.’ _ 

He read the note aloud, and added: ‘Never, if I can pre- 
vent it. My servants have ordered my mule to be capari- 
soned at the western gate. I will slip out in secret through 
a postern at the east. Farewell, dear friends _ 

r Tie gave to two of the bishops his farewell kiss of peace, 
hut could proceed po further, ‘Farewell all of you! he 
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said; ‘ it would unman me too much to embrace you all. 
A few moments in the Baptistery to recover my calm, and 
I will set forth.’ 

But in the Baptistery four of his holiest, noblest, and 
most beloved deaconesses — Olympias, Pentadia, Ampri- 
ecte, and Salvina — awaited him, and there was another 
harrowing scene of parting. 

‘ Listen to me, my daughters,’ he said to them. ‘ All is 
over ; I have finished my course. You will see my face no 
more. If my successor is duly and rightly appointed, re- 
spect and obey him. Let not the Church of God lose your 
services — and oh! think of me in your prayers.’ 

The noble ladies flung themselves on the marble floor, 
and kissed his feet and bathed them with their tears. 

‘ Conduct them hence,’ he said, with a broken voice, to 
Bishop Eulysius, who had volunteered to accompany him, 
•‘for I feel utterly unmanned, and the sight of their anguish 
may haply excite the fury of the people.’ 

Very gently the friendly bishop took the princesses 
Olympias and Salvina by the hand, and, bidding the others 
follow, led them out of the Baptistery. Then Chrysostom 
went out by the small’ eastern door, evading the throngs of 
people who were expecting to see him mount his mule at 
the western gate. 

j, ‘ He went forth,’ says Bishop P&lladius, ‘ and the Angel 
[of the Church went forth with him.’ 

I A little band of soldiers, under two young and noble 
officers, Anatolius and Theodosius, had been bidden to 
await him there. Attended by the Bishops Eulysius and 
Cyriaeus and some honest presbyters, who desired to accom- 
pany him on his journey across the Bosporus, and at least 
as far as Nicsea, he placed himself in the hands of the 
guards, and, avoiding the most frequented streets, they 
made their way to the Chalcedonian Stairs. To escape 
observation as far as possible Chrysostom concealed his 
face in the folds of his robe ; but a few of the people, full 
of alarm and suspicion, recognised and followed him* 
Their numbers increased, and nothing but the drawn 
swords and firm bearing of the Praetorians overawed their 
menacing attitude, and prevented them from attempting 
a rescue. But there certainly would have been bloodshed 
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if the Patriarch himself had not stepped forward and 
said: 

4 My dear and faithful people, I am departing willingly. 
Let us obey the will of God and the edict of the Emperor. \ 
You will fill me with anguish if so much as one drop of j 
blood is shed on my behalf. To God’s gracious mercy ! 
and protection I commit you all. Farewell ! ’ t 

He raised his hand in benediction. The crowd knelt to 
receive it, and were calmed. 

But Philip and Eutyches could not be content to stay 
in the Patriarcheion while their father was being hurried 
into unknown exile. How could he even expect such 
love as theirs to abandon him, when they felt his loss like 
the parting of the Shechinah from the temple of their 
young lives? After a moment’s hesitation, lest they 
should cause him needless pain, they said with one voice, 
Let us go, and, if need be, die with him.’ Unperceived 
— for they had thrown over their ordinary dress the brown 
robe of the parctbolani — they followed Chrysostom to St. 
Sophia, entered with others of the people, and saw him 
ascend to the Sacrarium. Then Philip, familiar with the 
church, and suspecting what would happen, went with 
Eutyches to the quiet eastern door, saw the Patriarch 
come out, and followed his escort of guards to the quay. 
Chrysostom went. on board the vessel which was awaiting 
him, and both he and Philip involuntarily recalled at that 
moment with what different feelings they had twice before 
arrived at the Chalcedonian steps — once in the gilded, 
dragon-prowed, imperial barge, rowed by palace servants, 
when, with Amantius and Aurelian, he had been welcomed 
by the shouting populace ; and once when, after his first 
exile, the flower-crowned multitude, robed in white, had 
poured forth in myriads to receive him with overpowering 
acclamations. And now he was being hurried away in 
secrecy, amid the fading twilight — hurried to his ruin by 
wolves in sheep’s clothing, choked in a chaos of hatreds, 
entangled in a network of odious chicanery and wicked 
lies. . 

Philip pressed forward out of the crowd and endeavoured 
to go on board. The soldiers barred his way with crossed 
fcpears, and told him, with objurgations, that no personal 
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1 attendant was permitted to go with the Archbishop. Then 
^ Philip made an intense appeal to the two young officers : 
4 Oh, sirs ! 5 he said, 6 the holy Patriarch is ill and weak, 
and knows not how to care for himself. I have been 
accustomed to wait on him since my boyhood. I entreat 
you to let me go with him. I will meet my own expenses. 
I will give no trouble/ 

4 And let me go, too,’ said Eutyches, wringing his hands. 
4 1 am one of his secretaries.’ 

The officers, who had none but the kindliest feelings 
and intentions towards their illustrious captive, were 
visibly affected ; but Anatolius, the senior of the two, laid 
his hand kindly on Philip’s shoulder, and said, 4 My good 
youths, we are sorry for you. But the Emperor’s orders 
are stringent, and you must not come.’ 

They stepped on board; the oars dipped in the deep 
blue waters ; and the youths caught their last glimpse of 
their friend and father as he stood on the deck. He had 
heard their voices ; he saw them stretching out to him 
their appealing hands, and was weeping ; but he cried to 
them, 4 Oh! my sons, why did you not spare me this fresh 
pang?’ 

But Philip now felt utterly beside himself. 4 My father ! 
my father ! ’ he cried, 4 1 cannot, J will not leave you,’ and 
he made a spring towards the boat. # 

He barely failed to reach it, but fell short into the 
water, and one of the oars struck him on the head. He 
sank under the waves, and Chrysostom and Eutyches both 
gave a cry. A sailor from one of the many boats plunged 
in after the drowning youth, drew him safely to shore, 
and handed his fainting form to Eutyches. But the blow 
which he had received was slight. The shock of the cold 
water revived him. In a few moments he had recovered 
consciousness, and, leaning on the boy’s arm, with bent 
head and aching heart he walked back to the Patri- 
archeion in his dripping weeds. 
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CHAPTER LII 

CONFLA ORATION 

A coal-black, giant flower of bell. — Bhowning. 

Meanwhile, as though things were not black enough 
already, an event had happened which was fraught with 
unutterable disaster to the guilty city. 

As the little boat which carried Chrysostom to the 
Bithynian shore furrowed its way through the starlit 
waves the rowers and soldiers raised a sudden exclama- 
tion of curiosity and amazement. Startled from his moody 
grief, the Patriarch looked up, and saw a huge blaze shoot- 
ing up into the air, broadening in area, deepening in vivid- 
ness and intensity, and at last reddening the evening sky 
with terrible illumination. What could it mean? What 
had caused it ? That ijjcie Cathedral should be in flames 
seemed inconceivable ; but was it possible that there could 
have been a revolution at Constantinople ? Had the 
populace, in wild grief at the loss of their Archbishop, 
risen against the Emperor, and burnt to ashes the build- 
ings on either side of the superb oblong forum known as 
the Augusteum, and the Imperial Palace itself? They 
learnt too soon the fatal truth, but meanwhile they had to 
repress their devouring anxiety and press forward on their 
way. 

No sooner had the crowd outside St. Sophia begun to 
suspect that treachery was intended, and that their beloved 
Patriarch was being forced away from them, than they 
endeavoured to force their way into the church, of which 
they found that the western gates had now been locked 
and barred. Rushing round the cloisters to find some 
other entrance, they found the eastern ingress defended 
by soldiers of the Court, who opposed their ingress. A 
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fight began, and though many were killed, the crowd 
succeeded in bursting in. Meanwhile, the multitudes who 
thronged the western Galilee, ignorant of what was taking 
place, and imagining that their bishop was being seized 
by violence, began to batter furiously upon the principal 
gates, which at last they partly burst open, and 1 partly 
shattered to fragments. Rushing in, they again found 
themselves confronted by the soldiery, who, alarmed by 
the fury of the mob, drew their swords. The Jews and 
Pagans whom curiosity had attracted to the scene looked 
on with sneers and bitter ridicule while the mob and the 
soldiers stood face to face. Maddened by their insults, 
the crowd rushed forward, another bloody fight ensued, 
and the many-coloured marbles of the sacred pavement 
were soon heaped with corpses and incarnadined with 
r blood. To add to the general horror, a storm had rolled 
l/in from the Euxine, whirling before it so dense a mass of 
Jf clouds as to cause a blackness which, to the excited minds 
j of the spectators, seemed inexplicable and miraculous. 
! Stunned by the sudden roar of the hurricane, soldiers and 
populace alike stood silent in a eo-instantaneous pause of 
horror which had in it something sublime. The fighting 
ceased, and the multitude, haunted by supernatural awe, 
began to steal out of the sacred edifice ; when suddenly, as 
though a thunderbolt from heaven had smitten the roof, a 
crack was heard, and from the Patriarch’s throne a jet of 
fire leaped upwards with inconceivable fury. The cry of 
4 Fire ! Fire ! 7 had scarcely been raised when it seemed too 
late to check the strangely precipitous ravages of the con- 
flagration. The timbers of the building were dry with 
the scorching heat of many summers. The spout of fire 
leaped up as high as the roof, and, spreading among beams 
and rafters, presented the aspect of a colossal tree of red 
flame. Then, from the boughs and the leaves of this* awful 
tree it seemed as if myriads of fiery serpents darted in 
every direction, wreathing about pillars and architraves, 
melting the iron of the roofs and the chains of the great 
> lamps, which fell with crash after crash and shattered 
themselves to pieces on the tessellated floors. The crowd 
and the soldiers alike, seized by the same panic, rushed 
promiscuously into the open air, reduced to peace by 
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common terror. Many were crushed to death or had 
their limbs broken in the wild effort to escape, and barely ^ 
had they emerged into safety when the whole cathedral y 
seemed to bejibaing like a furnace of demons, beyond all. 
hdtjtrtrf "Reservation. Of the metropolitan edifice, one ot 
the stateliest churches in the world, nothing was left but 
a heap of blackened ruins, half-calcined by the fierce heat, 
and one little side-chapel, which had not been so much as 

scathed by the flames. . . 

But this was not the whole extent of the mischief. 
Driven before the fierce wind great flakes of fire and of 
burning material were swept south-ward to the adjacent 
buildings. Strange to say, they did not light on the Patn- 
archeion, which stood nearest to the church. For tins - 
though it was not known — thanks were due to 1 huip, 
who, roused by the awful spectacle from the stupor ot his 
grief, employed the servants in deluging the roof with 
bucket after bucket of water, extinguishing each flake and 
brand as it fell. There was no one to take similar care ot 
the two next buildings, the Senate-house and the Baths ot 
Zeuxippus. The consequence was that they too were 
speedily raging like huge furnaces of inextinguishable fire. 
The flames shot high into the air and, beaten along by the 
wind, th£y met in gigantic burning arches overhead ; while 
beneath them, a£ between two labouring volcanoes, 
streamed the myriads of the people, whose hearts were 
swept by strange extremes of emotion. Every citizen 
who had any patriotism mourned for the loss of the two 
loveliest edifices in the Imperial City. If the Christians 
felt inclined to taunt the Pagans with the destruction of 
their idols, the Pagans could sneer at the Christians for 
the reduction to ashes of the huge basilica where they wor- 
shipped ‘the pale Galilean.’ But Pagans and Christians 
alike felt that the Church, indeed, could be rebuilt— as 
it was soon rebuilt, with even greater magnificence — but 
that nothing could replace the choicest works of Greek 
sculpture. The famous statues of the Nine Muses, whicJi 
Constantine had carried from Helicon to adorn his new 
capital, were calcined into dust. ‘What wonder! ex- 
claimed the aesthetic Pagans. ‘ What did the Muses care 
for the new religion, with its uncultured barbarism ' tint 
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the Zeus of Dodona, the Athene of Lindus, the Amphi- 
trite of Rhodes, the Pan which the Greeks had consecrated 
in memory of the battle of Salamis — all perished indis- 
criminately; and the skill which had produced them had 
v anish ed from the world. They had sunk amid the lava 
streams of molten metal, or had been crushed by the 
masses of superincumbent ruin. The Zeus and the Athene 
had been preserved, though desperately injured, by the 
melted lead which had streamed over and encased them ; 
and the Pagan historian, Zosimus, consoles himself with 
the inference that Zeus and Athene had determined under 
no circumstances of Christian provocation to abandon 
for ever the city which was the New Rome. But his con- 
solation is soon overshadowed by the no less strong con- 
viction that the share of these deities in human affairs is 
unaccountable ; that they do whatever pleases them, and 
for the most part 

Lie beside their nectar, and the clouds are curled 

Bound about their golden houses, girdled -with the gleaming world. 


And they hear a lamentation and a wail of ancient wrong, 

Like a tale of little meaning, though the words are strong. 

Thus all the inhabitants of the" great^city had cause to 
mourn, and cause far deeper than any of which they were 

1 aware ; for when Chrysostom went forth, not only had 
the Angel of the Church gone forth with him, but gone 
forth never to return. The golden candlestick of the 
Patriarchate was removed out of its place. There was, 
indeed, a long succession of archbishops, but the majority 
of them were nullities, who raised no voice against religious 
folly and worldly iniquity. The Patriarcheion became for 
all practical purposes a mere appanage of the Imperial 
Palace ; Christians took their religion — orthodox or hereto 
. ical as the chance might be — from the dictate of emperors, 
! and set before themselves no loftier ideal of morals than 
j they saw in the tyranny, the corruption, and the bound- 
I less luxury of the Palace and its despicable little human 
| gods. 

1 Whp kindled that thrice-disastrous conflagration? The 
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answer to that question will never be known till the great 
day, when the secrets of all hearts shall be revealed. 

Some, in their excited imagination, declared that it had 
been supernatural. They said that they had heard the 
crash, and seen the rush of a descending thunderbolt, 
which had shattered the Archiepiscopal throne as a sign 
of God’s wrath and judgment, and in order that no bad or 
mean successor should defile with his presence the seat 
on which the holy John had sat. 

Others laid the blame on the Jews and Pagans, who, 
they said, had with fiendish malignity seized the moment 
when the Christians were distracted with anguish to 
destroy their famous church, and, if possible, to consume 
some of the worshippers in its ashes. 

Others fomented the preposterous calumny that Chrys- 
ostom himself was the guilty incendiary. But even the 
rage of Eudoxia, even the stolidity of Arcadius, found 
that charge too wickedly absurd. Every fact of the case, 
as well as the testimony of hundreds of witnesses and the 
holy character of the Patriarch, rendered the charge as 
ridiculous as it was infamous. The brutal Pagan prsefect 
and magistrates, eager as they were to seize every weapon 
of destruction against men whom they detested, abandoned 
this pret&nce from the first. They left it to be cherished 
exclusively by the # venomous falsity of the hostile bishops, 
who had the effrontery to assert it in their letter to Pope 
Innocent as though it were an indisputable fact. 

The commonest view — though there was no tittle of 
evidence produced in its favour — was that it was the 
work of c the Johannites.’ It may be regarded as certain 
that this was not the case. Had any such plot existed, 
it cannot be doubted that in the tortures and persecutions 
which followed it would have become known. 

The conflagration may have been due to accident pure 
and simple, so that not one person in Gonstantinople was 
aware how it arose. Or, again, it may have been the work 
of some one wild partisan of the Patriarch, driven half- 
mad by despair and a sense of injustice. If so, the secret 
remained locked in his own bosom. How vast a forest 
that first tiny spark enkindled ! 

There was only one alleviation of the calamity caused 
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by the fire. A small chapel had marvellously escaped 
■when the rest of the great cathedral had been consumed 
to ashes. It was the Sacristy, and in it were contained 
^jbhe precious gold and silver vessels and other treasures 
|of the church. In this circumstance the friends of Chrys- 
bstoin saw a Divine interposition. For one of the charges 
: brought against him was that he had sold, alienated, 
embezzled, and diverted to his own purposes the posses- 
sions of the church. Had the Sacristy and its contents 
been consumed in the conflagration, it would not only 
.have been impossible to scatter this calumny to the winds, 
but it would have been urged that John had consumed 
the building to conceal the evidence of his own defalca- 
tions. As it was, all the treasures could be produced 
intact. An accurate inventory of them existed ; this was 
placed in the hands of the Prsefect Studius and a com- 
mittee of high official assessors. Two friends of Chrys- 
ostom — the presbyters Germanus and Cassian — went 
through it before the legal authorities, handed -over the 
sacred vessels, were furnished with a receipt in full, and 
carried this receipt with them to Pope Innocent at Rome, 
as a triumphant vindication of the Patriarch’s integrity. 
The providential preservation of the Sacristy robbed un- 
scrupulous slanderers of what would otherwise have been 
their most fataPweapon. . 

The resultant anguish fell first, and most heavily, on 
Chrysostom himself. Accompanied by the Bishops Euly- 
sius and Cyriacus and a few presbyters, he was making 
Jp, his sad journey to Nicsea, where he was to be informed of 
f his ultimate destination. Their hearts were full of heavi- 
ness at the news that St. Sophia had been reduced to heaps 
of ruins, when they were thunderstruck by the arrival of 
“an officer, despatched under the orders of the Court by 
Studius, the prefect, to charge the two bishops with 
incendiarism, to throw them and the presbyters into chains, 
and to conduct them back to prison in the city. Chrys- 
•Jj; ostom, indignant at the wicked charge, said that they 
were as innocent as himseli — that he could not separate 
f his cause from theirs. As a matter of the barest justice, 
?|KI ' he demanded to be heard in his own defence and that 
v of his friends. But not even the Empress had dared to 
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include the Patriarch in the odious accusation. The 
emissaries could only act on their orders. They fettered 
Eulysius, Cyriacus, and their companions, and they were 
carried off to prison, first to Chalcedon, then to Constanti- 
nople. The trial showed that there was not a tittle of 
evidence to inculpate them ; but even under these circum- 
stances they were banished from Constantinople, and for- 
bidden ever again to enter its precincts. 

Chrysostom, almost crushed with grief, continued his j 
journey. He had not been allowed to take with him a 
single personal attendant. But God was merciful to him. 

The hearts of the rough soldiers were touched by his 
dignity and his misfortunes, and they and their officers 
treated him with affectionate respect, and did what they 
could to supply his needs. 

They reached Nicsea, and there for a while they rested 
till the will of the Emperor was known. Chrysostom 
was a little refreshed by the comforts of the city and the 
soft breezes of Lake Ascanius, and he ventured to hope, 
in his innocence, that some tolerable place of exile like 
Sebaste, in Armenia, would be appointed for him as a 
residence, where he could spend in peace the rest of his 
days — those annSes plus pdles et moins couronndes , which 
would not seem dim to a soul which had never been 
enchanted by the # ambitions of the world. But it was a 
bitter blow to him to hear that he was to be banished — 
thanks to Eudoxia — to the half-desert town of Cucusus, 
at the end of a wild valley of the Taurus range. It was 1 
a place of wretched climate, liable to incessant assaults f 
of Isaurian marauders, into which, as though he were 
dead already, he was to be flung aside as into a living 
tomb. In vain had his friends pleaded for a less intolera- 
ble place of banishment. Notorious criminals constantly 
secured for themselves a comfortable abode; but the 
hate of the Empress was as an axe whose edge could \ 
not be turned, and the paltry Armenian hamlet, whose! :: 
only boast was the tomb of a former Archbishop of 1 . ^ 
Constantinople — Paulus, who had been martyred by the Y 
Arians — was npw to be immortalised by furnishing a rude l/"' 
shelter to the last years of the best saint and greates fajr* 
Father of the fourth century. , , ; 

2a 
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CHAPTER LIII 

DRAGGED ON HIS WAV 

Contenti nel fuoco. — Dante, Inf. i. 115. 

The melancholy journey began on July 4, 404, and its 
hardships nearly produced the effect so ardently desired 
by the Empress and her priestly abettors — the precipi- 
tation of the martyrdom of him who had become their 
enemy because he told them the truth. 

Not that the indomitable spirit of the Patriarch suc- 
cumbed even for a day. With wise heroism he deter- 
mined — accused, banished, loaded with calumnies as he 
was — to render every service to the Church of God which 
was still in any way possible to him. Uncertain of his 
destiny, he occupied himself with ardent efforts to further 
his missionary enterprises in Phoenicia and other coun- 
tries. At Nicaea lived a hermit who, in the ignoble in- 
version of the religious ideal, had walled himself up in a 
mountain cavern, where he had sworn to die. Chrysostom 
visited him, bade him to cancel his immoral oath and 
redeem his sterile life by taking his staff, going to the 
good priest Constantius at Antioch, and offering himself 
as a missionary to overthrow the Phoenician idols. He 
also occupied his leisure by writing letters of consolation, 
which breathed the undaunted spirit and holy resigna- 
tion of St. Paul, to alleviate the sorrows of Philip, of 
Olympias, and his other friends. 

Then the escort started. No sooner had they plunged 
into the black district of Burnt-Phrygia than Chrysostom 
was attacked with chronic fever, caused partly by fatigue, 
partly by the impossibility of procuring the daily bath 
which was essential for his feeble health, partly by the 
foul water and black, malodorous bread which was often 
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the only nourishment which they could procure. For 
their orders were to avoid the towns on their route, 
perhaps because the Court was afraid of the effect of 
public demonstrations in the Patriarch’s favour. As long 
as they were in the Diocese of Pessinus, of which the 
bishop, Demetrius, was his friend, they were not liable 
to molestation; but when they entered the diocese of 
Leontius of Ancyra, that bad ecclesiastic, untouched by 
the misfortunes of his innocent superior, harassed him 
with menaces which hinted even at murder. When they 
had struggled through this region into Cappadocia, the 
population flocked out of the towns and villages in throngs 
to honour him ; but here again he was subject to the 
villainies of Pharetrius, Bishop of Caesarea, whose cruelty 4* 
was rendered more atrocious by his execrable hypocrisy. 

This man sent a message of unctuous affection to the 
Patriarch, saying how much he longed to embrace him, 
and how he had assembled multitudes of monks and nuns 
to do him honour. The miserable opportunist wanted to 
run with the hare and hunt with the hounds ; he did not 
wish to offend his clergy, who honoured John, and still 
less did he care to embroil himself with the Empress. A 
lodging # was provided at the extremity of the city; but 
Pharetrius was maddened with spite when he heard how 
the inhabitants surrounded the exile with marks of pity 
and of honour. He was worn out with forced travels 
night and day. Two physicians showed him special 
kindness, and, ill as he was, he greatly needed their care. 

One of them even volunteered to accompany him to ; 
Cucusus, and, if possible, to save him from dying of 
sufferings which, as he wrote to the deaconess Theodora, 
were more severe than those of felons condemned to 
chains or to the mines. An additional torture was the $ 
absence of letters from Tigrius, or Philip, or Olympias. [ / 
Happily for him he did not know, and never fully knew y 
— such was the sacred tenderness of their reticence , 
the causes which had made it impossible for them # to. ; 
write. 

Meanwhile Bishop Pharetrius was driven into ferocity 
by mingled jealousy and alarm. It was intolerable to him 
to see the illustrious exile treated by the great men of the 
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city -with, an honour which they never deigned to show to 
his miserable self ; and he was afraid lest the enemies of 
Chrysostom should take him to task for his hospitality, 
niggard, ungracious, and uncharitable as it had been. 
Like all base natures, he betook himself to plots. Chrys- 
ostom had still one hundred and twenty-eight miles to 
travel, and was too ill to brave the perils of the mountain 
roads ; but just when the escort was on the point of start- 
ing the journey was impeded by an alarm that the Isau- 
rians were ravaging the country. All the inhabitants of 
Caesarea, even the old men and the boys, were impressed 
to defend the walls of the city. Seizing the opportunity, 
Pharetrius sent hordes of monks, armed with stones and 
clubs, to surround the lodging of Chrysostom, with threats 
that they would burn him and his escort alive unless they 
instantly departed. They even went so far in their holy 
brutality as to beat many of the Praetorian soldiers, who 
were too few to resist them ; the praefect of the city was 
appealed to, but his intervention failed to repress the 
monkish hordes. Pharetrius would not even permit a 
respite of two days. At last the officer of the escort said 
to Chrysostom, 4 We must at all costs start; the Pagan 
brigands are less dangerous than these monks.’ It was 
burning noon, and Chrysostom w^ hurried into his litter. 
One of the weeping presbyters who witnessed his forced 
departure came to him, and said, 4 Your life here is no 
longer safe. The Isaurians themselves would treat you 
better than these wretches ! 9 

At this crisis a lady named Seleucia offered to the sick 
and suffering martyr the shelter of her villa, which was 
five miles distant. He gratefully accepted the offer, and 
Seleucia armed her slaves to repel the possibility of a mid- 
night attack. Pharetrius sent her a fierce menace if she 
did not dismiss her guest; but the brave lady persisted 
in her work of kindness. A second and more threaten- 
ing mandate terrified her. Chrysostom was awaked at 
midnight, his effects were hastily huddled together, he was 
told that the Isaurians were at hand, and that the servants 
of Seleucia had fled and hidden themselves. He found 
his mule harnessed and the escort ready. The night was 
wild and starless. He ordered that torches should be lit; 
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but the presbyter Evethius, who had accompanied him 
from Caesarea, bade that they should be extinguished, lest 
they should attract the barbarians. The guide led them 
through rocky and desert mountain paths. The mule 
stumbled at every step. At last it fell, and Chrysostom 
was flung to the ground, terribly shaken and half-dead. 
Evethius thought mat he had expired ; but he revived, and 
as he could ride no longer, the presbyter seized his hand, 
and dragged him along over the stones in an agony of 
pain. They escaped the Isaurians — if Isaurians there 
were, and if the whole alarm had not been due to a scoun- 
drelly invention. All the next day they continued their 
bleak course over torrents and rough rocks, and at last, 
on the seventieth day after they had left Constantinople, 
they arrived at Cucusus. But that night of terror and M 
anguish remained deeply graven on the Patriarch’s memory, jy'- 
6 Light sorrow s sp eak; great gr iefs ar&jdnm b.’ He^ told ji 
his miserxes^to no one excepf<CJI^pi^rSnd begged her 
not to talk of them. Prom Cucusus he wrote to her, and 
said, c I am safe at present from the Isaurians ; they have 
retired into their own domains. I am safer here than at 
Caesarea, for, with few exceptions, I fear no one so much 
as the bishops.’ 




, * • jjf *. 
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CHAPTER LTV 


A REIGN OF TERROR 

0, he is bold, and blushes not at death: — 

Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 

Shakespeare, King John, IV. 3, 


Scarcely had Chrysostom been sent on his way to his 
deplorable place of exile than a reign of terror began at 
Constantinople. ° 

The election and consecration of his successor were ac- 
complished with startling rapidity. Apparently neither 
bishops, nor the clergy, nor the people were consulted, 
within a week of the burning of their church the inhabi- 
tants of Constantinople learnt, with stupefaction, that their 
new Patriarch by the grace of Eudoxia was the presbyter 
Arsacius! ■ 

He was an old man of past eighty, totally without ability 
or distinction. Maddened by the independence of Chrys- 
ostom, Eudoxia had determined that her next Patriarch 
should be a fainSant in the depths of senility. Arsacius 
was the brother of Nectarius, the predecessor of Chrys- 
ostom, and he was dull in intellect, timid in action, feelble 
m speech ; ‘muter,’ says the lively Palladius, ‘than a fish, 
and less competent for business than a frog.’ Rumour 
said that when his brother Nectarius had wished to make 
him Bishop of darsus, and he had declined, the Patriarch 
had accused him of coveting the See of Constantinople and 
waiting for dead men’s shoes; and that he had sworn on 
the Gospels that he would never accept episcopal ordina- 
, non. But then he had one supreme merit in the eyes of 
■b'^boxia. The silent contrast between the energetic and 
self-denying patriarchate of Chrysostom and the luxurious 
indolence of his brother Nectarius had filled Arsacius with 
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jealousy, and lie had disgraced his hoary hairs by coming 
forward to accuse John of embezzlement of Church prop- 
erty at the infamous Synod of the Oak. 

He was hurriedly consecrated by Severian and his clique 
in the Church of the Apostles, which served for the time 
as a pro-cathedral. 

But he found himself a bishop of empty churches. The 
people, devoted to Chrysostom, and accustomed to his 
fiery and varied eloquence, did not choose to countenance 
the ‘wolf in sheep’s clothing’ who had been illegally 
thrust upon them, or to listen to a man whom they re- 
garded as few removes above an imbecile. The result of f 
his superannuated ambition was only to cause him a year j 
of humiliation, followed by a death of disgrace. His | 
patriarchate, undistinguished by a single merit, was ren- ' 
dered infamous by two diabolical persecutions, for both 
of which he must bear his portion of the blame. Unable 
to win even ordinary respect either by ability or kindness, 
he did not interfere to alleviate the first persecution, and 
by his appeal to the Court became the immediate cause of 
the second. 

The 'first persecution turned nominally on the charge 
of incendiarism against ‘the Johannites,’ and to equal its 
cruel infamy we have t<j come down to the darkest days 
which ever brought down the wrath of Heaven on a guilty 
Church: the dark and horrible days of religious persecu- 
tion in its most baleful guise, when devils wore the garb 
of ‘ the Holy Office ’ ; the days when ‘ Saint ’ Pope Pius V., 
that ‘perfect priest,’ sent, with his blessing, a jewelled 
sword to Alva, the cold-blooded butcher of the Nether- 
lands ; the days when Torquemada and his successors 
daily filled the prisons of Spain with the shrieks of those 
whom, in the name of the merciful Jesus, they tortured 
with rack and thumbscrew, — blackened the blue heavens 
of Spain with the Tophet-smoke of their bale-fires, and 
laded the winds with the ashes of God’s faithful wor- 
shippers ; the days 

When persecuting zeal made royal sport 

Of murdered innocence at Mary’s Court ; 

the days when Pope Gregory XIII. consecrated the vilest 
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form of assassination by singing Hallelujahs and striking 
medals in honour of the Massacre of St. Bartholomew. 
That such deeds of hell were possible as early as the" 
fourth century is alone a sufficient proof of the hideous 
corruption of the Church caused by the usurpation of 
priests ; of the dark and deadly superstition, half-Pagan, 
half-Jewish, which had polluted with turbid influences the 
pure river of the Water of Life ; of the unspeakable degen- 
eration from the religion of Him Whose name was Love 
and who placed in love the fulfilling of the law. The' 
early Church, in the days of her simplicity and sincerity, 
would have revolted in unspeakable loathing from devilish 
cruelties, born of ambition and intolerance, which for 
so many subsequent centuries were committed in her 
name. Her doctrine, taught with absolute firmness by her 
early saints, was, ‘Violence is hateful to God.’ Could the 
Angels of the Church of the first and second centuries have 
witnessed the horrors perpetrated in later days by those 
who called themselves her champions, would they not have 
appealed to her Lord, and cried : 

Pace, loved of little children long ago, 

Head, hated of the Scribe** and teacher?* then 

Say, was not this Thy passion — to foreknow 

In thy death’s hour the deeds of Christian men?'' 
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CHAPTER LV 

A BURNING, FIERY ' FURNACE 


i:\avve, Klvei , <f>6viov ££tei /cdXwu. — Eur. Here . 83^ u 

The examination of the two good bishops, Eulysius and 
Cyriacus, who had gone forth with Chrysostom, had 
fallen to Studius, the Prsefect of the city. It was im- 
possible for the vilest of tribunals to condemn men whose 
innocence was alike transparent and demonstrable ; so, 
after their bonds and imprisonment, they were gratuitously 
banished the city. Apparently their escape was not to 
the liking of the heroes of the Synod of the Oak. They 
thought that Studius was not half cruel or unscrupulous 
enough in the violation of the law. Eudoxia agreed with 
them. Studius was cashiered, and Optatus, a Pagan — 
the Judge Jeffreys of the fourth century — was put in his 
place. He was sufficiently brutal and tyrannous to sat- 
isfy even Bishops Severian and Antiochus. 

One of the first to be brought before this villainous 
tribunal was the presbyter Tigrius. His history was a 
touching one. He had been a barbarian, a slave, and a 
eunuch, whose fidelity had been rewarded by manumis- 
sion. When he became free, piety and charity had marked 
him out for the diaconate, and he had ultimately been 
ordained presbyter. He had been one of Chrysostom’s 
most faithful friends, and had become universally known 
as a man who was gentle, generous, and kind to the poor. 
Charged with being one of the authors of the conflagration, 
he of course declared his innocence; but the vengeance 
of his enemies was not to be baulked by such a trifle. He 
was a 4 Johannite,’ and that was enough. He was stripped 
of his clothing, and laid face downwards. Then he was 
beaten with scourges of leaded hide. Next — for every 
method of 4 the Holy Office ’ was anticipated with all the 
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ferocious barbarism of the Spanish Inquisition his fingers 

and nails were crushed by thumbscrews. Lastly, he was 
stretched on the wooden horse, a sort of rack, and leaden 
weights were attached to his hands and feet till his limbs 
were dislocated and he swooned away under the torture 
But no inculpatory word could be forced from his blame- 
less innocence. The tortures served no other end than 
the feeding of the ancient grudge which bad priests owed 
to his master, and the glutting of their eyes on the 
anguish of the guiltless. Careless whether he lived or 
died, they flung him back to his bed of straw in the 
dungeon, and, since he recovered from his injuries they 
banished him to Mesopotamia, there to end his days.’ ^ 
For a short time another illustrious victim eluded their 
vigilance. Serapion had become Bishop of Heraclea in 
Thrace, and it was impossible to charge him with having 
burnt the Cathedral, because lie had been hundreds of 
miles distant from Constantinople. But, knowing well 
with what vile travesties of justice he had to deal, he fled 
and concealed himself in a monastery of orthodox Gothic 
monks. _ His hiding-place was revealed, and he was 
dragged in chains to Constantinople, for there the party 
ot beverian hated him with a specially deadly hatred 
They tore the skm off his forehead with iron nails and 
steel pincers, they dashed or tore out .all his teeth, and 
they relegated him to Egypt, where lie might experience 
the tender mercies of Theophilus of Alexandria. 

Another victim was the excellent Heracleides, whom 
Chrysostom had appointed Bishop of Ephesus in place 3 
the worthless and simon lacal Antoninus. At the Synod 

hL^ e t° ak the f ? Ul m °? k ,’ Isaac ’ ha(I camped up against 
him a trumpery charge of having stolen a deacon’s clothes 

His enemies got possession of his person, and flung him 

years Pn80n ’ Where h<3 lan S uisllod in misery for many 

The valiant persecutors now tried their hands upon 

wi°thTh7ne3 tne l t0 force by terror to communicate 

Chrysostom TltFfFh and to anathematise 

^nrysostom. 13ut the heroism even of women 

fortitude rea ^ The^fh < H eated th . eir machinations by holy 
tortitude. The shrinking modesty and delicate tender- 
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ness of faithful deaconesses held out no less firmly than 
the constancy of martyred presbyters. 

All Constantinople knew that the illustrious Olympias, 
who was of all but imperial rank, and the fame of whose 
sanctity rang throughout the world, was among the 
dearest friends in the intimacy of the Patriarch, and that 
it was to her and her sister-deaconesses that his last fare- 
wells had been addressed. If she could be intimidated 
and coerced, it was certain that others would he unlikely 
to hold out. It would constitute an irresistible force on 
the side of the new Patriarch, Arsacius, if a lady of such 
lofty birth, of such royal connexions, of a fortune so 
immense and a charity so illustrious, could he made to 
acknowledge the new regime and to communicate with 
John’s successor. She was therefore summoned before the 
tribunal of Optatus, where he sat surrounded with his 
episcopal, clerical, and courtly assessors. In order that 
his effrontery might be more effectual the executioners 
and the torturers stood ready, and the devilish enginery of 
the Inquisition was paraded before her eyes. When it was 
thought that the spectacle had produced its due effect, 
Optatus, in a voice of thunder, asked ‘ how she had dared 
to set fire to the great Basilica of Constantinople? ’ 

‘ My whole liie,’ she # answered in calm disdain, ‘ is a 
sufficient refutation of so preposterous a calumny. I 
once was very rich, and my wealth has ever been expended 
in the building and adorning of the temples of God. I 
am the last person in the world who would think of 
burning them.’ 

‘Your whole life!’ roared the unjust judge. ‘Oh! we 
know all about your life.’ 

‘ If, then, you know it,’ answered the indomitable lady, 
‘come down from the tribunal where you sit as judge, 
and step forward as my accuser, and then another shall 
decide between us.’ 

It was obvious that this would not do. In the presence 
of all the indignant spectators Optatus was getting much 
the worst of it. Murmurs of indignation began to rise, 
and exclamations of disgust were heard in the hall of 
justice. Optatus changed his tone to one of affectionate 
advice. ‘It is really a pity,’ he said, ‘that you gopd 
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L ladies should hold out in this troublesome and factious 

way. Here is your Patriarch Arsacius, appointed by the 
I ' Emperor in the place of the late John, who has been 

f ' ’ condemned by two synods of bishops, and banished for 

I } : his crimes. Why do you provoke all these afflictions by 

f. ; defying both Church and State? Pray save yourselves 

, ■ these trials by communicating with your proper ecclesiasti- 

| ■ cal superior.’ 

{ \ And so Optatus, trying what flattery could achieve, 

Snake-like, slimed Ins victim ere lie gorged. 



But the noble deaconess was not so to be entrapped. 

‘This is a complete change of indictment,’ she said. 
‘ I have been dragged here before a court of justice on the 
ridiculous charge of incendiarism. It is monstrous that 
the ground of accusation should be changed without a 
word of notice. If you acquit me of that calumny, and 
wish to try me on a new charge, permit me to consult my 
advisers.’ 

The Prsefect was therefore compelled to adjourn the 
case ; but when she was again brought before him she de- 
clared it to be alike against her duty and her conscience to 
anathematise Chrysostom or communicate with Arsacius. 

‘Then be your obstinacy on your own head, said the 
infuriated judge. ‘ You are banished to.Cvzicus, and shall 
pay a fine which will cost you no small part of your 
possessions.’ 

I ‘You can despoil my goods,’ she said, ‘you can expel 
me from my home ; you cannot conquer my soul.’ 

It was a miserable ending of a long career of self-sacri- 
fice for the sake of others, and, not long after, weighed 
down in body and soul, she left for ever the home of her 
brilliant youth and her saintly widowhood. 

Optatus next tried his skill on Pentadia, the widow of 
the Consul Timasius, the Master-General of the armies of 
Theodosius. When her illustrious husband had been ex- 
pelled and secretly murdered by Eutropius, she had taken 
refuge in the Church, and her life had been saved from 
the eunuch’s machinations by the right of asylum which 
Chrysostom had triumphantly maintained. Overcome 
with trials, she had devoted her life as a deaconess to the 
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service of the Church and the assistance of her benefactor. 
She had become a complete recluse, never leaving her 
chamber, except to worship in St. Sophia, whence she 
returned to her own privacy. It was hoped, therefore, 
that she would show herself less resolute than Olympias, 
and would be more easily intimidated. In order to leave 
no effort untried, Optatus and his gang, anticipating the 
abominations of the dark ages of persecution, not only 
paraded before her eyes the instruments of hell, but, 
having first dragged her from her chamber to the Forum, 
from the Forum to the tribunal, from the tribunal to 
the prison, actually submitted to torture before her eyes 
persons accused of being ‘ Johannites.’ They showed 
her men of rank and distinction writhing under the blows 
of the scourge ; they made her look at the bare bodies of 
youths agonising under sword and fire ; they forced her 
to gaze on gushing streams of blood, and to see lacerated 
human beings breathe their last in the most hideous form 
of massacre. She saw such things with her eyes, yet 
could barely be said to see them ; for while her body was 
present at these triumphs of the hellish human wickedness 
which called itself religion, her soul was soaring heaven- 
wards in^sweet communings with Christ, as a dove covered 
with silver wings and .its feathers like gold. Nor .did 1 
she shrink when .these orgies of the abyss were ended. 
Charged with the crime of arson, in the fewest and calm- 
est words she completely stopped the mouths of her 
accusers, and compelled Optatus to drop the accusation 
for very shame. 

The name of Salvina, the daughter of a king, the near 
kinswoman of Theodosius, who had been brought up in 
childhood as the playfellow of Arcadius and Honorius 
themselves, protected her from similar outrages, and she 
continued in her royal palace to live her life of asceticism 
and service. But the good old maid, Nicarete, was likely 
to be a safer victim, though she, too, sprang from a rich 
and distinguished Bithynian family. Infinitely modest, 
and wholly devoted to charity, she and her little box of 
medicines were known to all the poor of Constantinople, 
and physicians acknowledged, with a good-natured smile, 
that she inspired such confidence in those whom she as- 
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sisted that her amateur remedies were often more effica- 
cious than their own. She, too, in her simplicity, had to 
go through the same horrors to which Pentadia had been 
subjected. The loud murmurs of the poor, who loved her, 
restrained Optatus from the severest measures; but he 
tyrannously enforced upon her a mulct of nearly all her 
property. The court liked money. Arcadius was by no 
means indifferent to the enjoyment of huge fines. The 
extravagances of Eudoxia required unlimited supplies. So 
the wealth of Nicarete, which for so many years had ‘wan- 
dered, Heaven-directed, to the poor,’ was now forfeited to 
Byzantine ostentation. Yet she would not be baulked of 
her charity. Reducing the expenditure of herself and of 
her. once large household to the barest minimum, she was 
still enabled to enjoy that luxury of doing good which was 
the only pleasure towards which she had the smallest incli- 
nation. Even so she excited the small jealousies of Arsa- 
cius and his ecclesiastics. They knew that in her heart 
she had not the least respect for any one of them, and 
remained faithful to the memory of Chrysostom. Subject 
to incessant annoyances, she too left the scene of her 
bountiful liberalities, and retired to end her days in her 
native Bithynia. 

So the reign of terror went on* and not only multitudes 
of men, but of women also — many a monk, and many a 
virgin, and many a deaconess — were fined, scourged, im- 
prisoned, tortured under eyes that gloated on their suffer- 
ings, in order that the dumb dotage of Arsacius might 
have some shadow of a congregation to listen to his inane 
platitudes. It was in vain. Men like Severian and 
Arsacius and Optatus, women like Eudoxia and her loose- 
minded entourage of widows intriguing with sham monks 
and bad priests, may wield all the powers of an empire, 
and may arm themselves with the snakes and torches of 
the Furies, but they cannot subjugate free souls by burning 
and torturing frail bodies. The friends of Chrvsostom 
would have nothing to do with services rendered abhor- 
rent by guilt and congregations assembled under dread of 
confiscation, anguish, and ruin. They gathered secretly 
in unknown houses and distant fields, and worshipped the 
God of their fathers in solitude, where the feet of wicked 
priests and more wicked bishops could not intrude. 
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CHAPTER LVI 

EUTYCHES AND PHILIP IN PROFUNDIS 

0 death, made proud hy pure and princely beauty ! 

Shakespeare, King John, IV. 3. 

The bishops and metropolitans — Severian, Cyriims, Anti- 
ochus, Arsacius, and tons ces gargons-ld — felt a little dis- 
couraged. They kept on asseverating that John had set 
fire to his own cathedral, but not one human being be- 
lieved them. They asserted in the most savage terms of 
assurance that, if John had not done it, the Johannites 
had at least done it at his instigation ; but though they 
had gone down, as it were, to hell to find some means of 
enforcing evidence, not even the enginery of that slaughter- 
house of everlasting vivisection, as they imagined it to be, 
had sufficed to wring from crushed men and scourged 
maidens one single incriminating word. Optatus and his 
myrmidons enjoyed the spectacle of burning flesh, and 
liked to hear the yells of sufferers whom they hated for 
their very innocence ; but they could not but be sensible 
that they had gained very little personally by the gratifi- 
cation of their spite and rage, and that the execrations 
which they had roused against themselves in thousands 
of hearts, if not loud, were deep. 

F or a moment they were reduced to a standstill. They 
might continue to whip, and thumbscrew, and rack, and 
burn, and torture for months ; they might turn Constan- 
tinople into shambles, and kindle the unspeakable abhor- 
rence of every noble soul throughout the world; but it 
was too pitiful to see all their charges break down, and 
all their lies rebound with tenfold violence on their own. 
guilty heads. 

Then a brilliant thought suggested itself to Elpidius, 
the murderous priest, and Johannes, the adulterous deacon. 
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Why had not Optatus tried his hand on those two young 
fellows who lived in the Patriarcheion, of whom the exiled 
John was so fond, who were so entirely devoted to him? 
Surely, if there was misprision of arson anywhere, they 
must have been guilty of it. In any case, it was a strange 
oversight of the bishop-inquisitors to have overlooked 
them. To torture, imprison, and possibly kill them would 
be a malicious phase of vengeance, because it would bring 
to the heart of the exile an anguish hardly second to that 
which they hoped he would have suffered from hearing 
of the treatment accorded to his beloved deaconesses. 
Besides this, youths — and Eutyches was little more than 
a boy — might easily prove more pliant, in the blithe morn 
of a life unaccustomed to grief and anguish, even than 
women over whose long years had passed many a wave 
and storm. So the two ecclesiastics — the murderer and 
the adulterer — went to Severian, and gave him a hint, 
which he and Cyrinus seized with rapture. Against 
Philip, in particular, they had old grudges to wipe off. It 
would be delightful to see him fainting on the rack, and 
to hear him screaming under the knife and the scourge ; 
and as for Eutyches, it was little likely that a delicate 
and beautiful boy would be able to hold out long; and 
from the anguish of a frame so Render some inculpations 
against the Patriarch might very probacy be wrung. 

Philip himself had often wondered why he had not been 
arrested, for it had never occurred to him as possible that 
the conspirators would think of arresting an innocent and 
harmless lad like his loved Eutyches, so modest, so 
blameless, so inoffensive, so kind to all. Philip himself 
lived and moved as in a dream. Sometimes it seemed to 
him — fatherless, motherless, almost friendless ; with David 
gone, and Miriam gone, and his ‘'father* driven into cruel 
and calumniated banishment ; separated, perhaps for ever, 
from Kallias and the two young Goths who had been his 
companions ; and with none who dared to advise or help 
him — it seemed to him as if the bitterness of death were 
passed. He was so terribly sick at heart that he would 
not venture into the law-courts, lest some sudden burst of 
indignation should transport him out of himself, and 
damage the cause of those he loved. But when it was 
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told him how Tigrius had fared, and Serapion, and Hera- 
cleides, and all that had been gone through by Olympias, 
Pentadia, Nicarete, and the sufferings and ruin of all 
who were most faithful among the monks, virgins,, and 
presbyters, his heart became like lead. To these sources 
of misery others were added. For some time he had not 
heard from the Desposynos Michael, and he had received 
no line from David, no message from his beloved and 
lovely Miriam. He knew that communication had be- 
come very difficult in that uncertain and troubled epoch ; 
and rumours had reached him of raids of Xsaurians, who 
had swept through Palestine itself from north to south. 
Not for one moment did he doubt of the faith and love 
of these dear friends; but what had happened to them? 
Were they still living? Yes; something told him that 
they were, they must be, still living ; and if so, oh ! why 
did they not send him some line or letter, some words of 
message and of cheer? And, beyond this incessant dis- 
quietude, he had heard of the anguish of Chrysostom's 
soul in the long, trying journey to Cucusus, and none 
but Philip could fully realise what his frail frame and 
delicate health must have suffered in the absence of the 
barest n^ds of life in that terrible night at Caesarea, in 
those alarmed and hurried journeys through bleak Galatia, 
in those drear journeys among the robber-haunted crags 
and gorges of Armenia, and now in the cold imperilled, 
dreary ugliness of the wretched hamlet which malice had 
assigned as his prison-house. Yes; surely for Philip the 
bitterness of death was over. They might arrest him, or 
not arrest him. If they killed him — so much the better. 
What was life ? — a vapour, and a poisonous one. Already 
for him. every golden dream of youth had vanished with 
swift wings into the midnight; already the sun of life, 
which for a time had gleamed so brightly, had become red 
as blood, and had plunged into a sea of despair and death. 

When life has lost all its joys it, happily, has still its 
duties. Philip had been saved from succumbing utterly 
to his gloomy fancies by the necessity for bestirring him- 
self in the cause of his beloved master. No sooner had 
Chrysostom started than he set about collecting his effects, 
and making arrangements for his servants to return to 
2h 
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their old home at Antioch. Although barely ten days 
had elapsed before Arsacius had entered into the Arch- 
bishopric, Philip had already used his time well. The 
furniture and personal property which had belonged to the 
true Patriarch were simple, and Arsacius, pompous and 
purpureal as his luxurious brother had been, was only too 
glad to give every facility for removing ‘all that rubbish,’ 
as he called it. He was eager to reinvest the Patriarcheion 
with the sumptuous carpets and Tyrian hangings which 
had adorned it in his brother’s days, to renew the old 
aristocratic banquets, and to make all the dwelling-rooms 
gleam with choice statuary and gold and silver plate. 
As for Chrysostom’s study, he was not going to abide in 
such a hole as that. Ho did not feel the smallest interest 
in Chrysostom’s manuscripts, and could not imagine how 
any man of position could tolerate having such brown, 
ugly, dusty things about him. The only books Arsacius 
possessed, beyond the fashionable current literature, were 
a few commentaries, catena;, and such ‘ loitering gear,’ out 
of which he elaborated his extremely rare and very platitu- 
dinous discourses. 

So all had been speedily packed, and Philip had sent 
to Antioch the sad-hearted servants, who had ail known 
him from his early boyhood. I fe had consoled their sorrow 
by telling them that the Patriarch had assigned to him and 
Eutyches the dear old house in Singon Street, and that they 
would come together and livo there as soon as their work 
in Constantinople was over and circumstances permitted. 
But at present he had a duty to perforin in helping to pre- 
pare the letters and evidence which Palladius, Germanus, 
and Cassian were about to take witli them to Innocent, the 
Pope of Rome. Prom Antioch Philip hoped ere long to 
make his way to Cucusus, and still to devote his young 
life to the beloved service of his father and master, re- 
joining Eutyches when it should be possible, and in any 
case paying him an occasional visit. Alas ! man proposes, 
God disposes. Yet, why should we say ‘ alas I ’ 

I ' All is best, though we oft doubt 
What the unsearchable dispose 
Of highest wisdom brings about : — 

And ever best found at the close, 
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So Philip and Eutyches hired a little lodging together 
in the suburb of the city known as the Peratic deme, on 
the other side of the Goiden Horn. There they lived very 
quietly, for they thought it best not to thrust themselves 
wilfully into a danger which was only too imminent ; and 
they wanted to see as little as possible of Arsacius, and not 
to go near the Church of the Apostles, where he held his 
dismal and scantily attended services. In a few days they 
hoped to have made all their arrangements, and to start 
for Antioch. 

In their little room Eutyches was the most delightful of 
companions ; nor could Philip have had anyone with him 
better adapted to dispel the breadths of ever-deepening 
gloom which were beginning to settle on his own young, 
ruined life. The life of Eutyches was still in its May, and 

all is joyous then ; 

The waves speak music, and the flowers breathe odour ; 

The very breeze has mirth in it. 

The trials of life had not yet touched him half so heavily 
as they had fallen on Philip, and the sorrows which had 
befallen him were brightened by the invincible faith which 
sho.ne in a soul of stainless purity. He had an exquisite 
voice, and had often been asked to sing in St. Sophia 
when a solo was inquired. His charm as a singer was so 
great that if ever it became known that he was to sing 
there was sure to be a crowd. He now used his skill to 
soothe the unhappiness of his friend. Every night before 
they retired to rest they sang a Psalm and a hymn together, 
and often when they went walks in the wild, distant parts 
of the lovely shore, Eutyches would raise his voice in some 
fine lilt or fragment of Greek or Roman song, and charm 
away the wrath which- Philip nurtured against the world 
of Constantinople. 

And though ‘the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts/ its sorrows are soon exorcised, and its spirit of 
hope is inextinguishable. Philip was looking forward to 
days when even yet he might be comforted by the dawn 
of brighter circumstances, when suddenly the thunder- 
bolt fell upon them both. 

The Bishop of Gabala had obtained an order for their 
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arrest. They were returning from one of their seaside 
strolls and a bathe in the blue waters of the Bosporus 
when, as they turned the corner of the street in which 
they were domiciled, Eutyches suddenly clutched Philip 
by the arm, and pointed. 

Two of the Palatini, in full armour, with their tall spears 
in their hands, stood before the door of their abode. 

To turn and fly was useless. Where could they go? 
Who would shelter them ? Was it not certain that they 
would be overtaken and arrested ? There was no help for 
it. Clasping each other by the hand, they advanced. The 
Palatini at once crossed their spears before the entrance, 
forbade their ingress, and arrested them in the Emperor’s 
name. 

‘ Show me the order of arrest,’ said Philip. The soldiers 
showed it. The charge that they were incendiaries and 
virulent Johannites was countersigned with the loathly 
autograph of Severian. * J 

They gave themselves up. Fetters wore placed on their 
wrists, and, with a soldier on either side holding the end 
of the chain, they were led off to the common prison. As 
they passed along the streets they were repeatedly seen 
and recognised. The crowd gave free expression to their 
pity, and, with their usual license, uttered fierce execra- 
tions against Eudoxia, against Optatils, against Severian 
and his tools. But they did not dare to attempt a rescue, 
for there were patrols of soldiery in almost every street, 
through the midst of whom Lucius, their commandant, 
often strode in full armour, with a threatening scowl upon 
his hard features. 

Flung into prison, with its stifling atmosphere and com- 
fortless foulness, they were loft there many days with the 
express object of weakening their spirits and making them 
look squalid and haggard, until the bright colour of youth 
should have faded from their pinched cheeks and the buoy- 
ancy of youth from their unflinching hearts. But the base 
plan did not succeed. There was a certain sense of in- 
spired and inspiring exaltation in the soul of Eutyches, as 
though, in his innocence, he ‘ fed on manna dews and drank 
the milk of Paradise/ And when they were led together 
before the tribunal— the dark-eyed youth with his high and ? 
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dauntless bearing, and the fair lad whose face was the face 
of an angel — not looking squalid and haggard, as their 
accusers hoped they would, but only pallid, an involuntary 
murmur of pity and admiration was heard among the 
throng. This did not improve either the temper of the 
pagan praefect, or of the Christian bishop whose portly 
presence seemed to occupy so large a place by his side. 

‘That boy will be cowed easily enough,’ whispered 
Optatus to the Bishop. 

4 We will try it, at any rate,’ said the pitiless prelate. 

6 What induced such a young ne’er-do-well as you to set 
fire to our great church ? ’ said Optatus, bending on Euty- 
ches his most savage frown. 

4 1 would rather cut off my right hand, sir,’ said Euty- 
ches modestly, 4 than set fire to a church of God.’ . 

4 Oh ! ay, you talk, you accursed young hypocrite ! ’ said 
the judge, 4 but we know you to be a rebellious Johannite, 
for all your white, simpering prettiness. Come, let us 
have no nonsense ! ’ he shouted, 4 or we will tear the truth 
out of you somehow. If you didn’t set the church on fire 
yourself, the court has no manner of doubt that you know 
who did.’ 

* 4 1 do not know, sir, in the least,’ said Eutyches. 4 Our 
hearts ached to see our beloved church in flames, and no 
one who really loved the Patriarch can have committed 
such a crime.’ 

4 The Patriarch, you impudent chatterer ! Do you mean 
his Beatitude the Patriarch Arsacius, or the thieving, 
blaspheming, railing man whom his Eternity the Emperor 
has sent off to rot at Cucusus ? ’ 

4 Shame ! ’ shouted some of the auditors. 

4 Shame ! ’ roared the Prefect. 4 I’ll have you canaille 
arrested and flogged wholesale in batches if you speak 
another word. Answer, prisoner I ’ 

4 Sir,’ said Eutyches, 4 1 meant the late Patriarch John, 
whom I ever reverenced as a most holy man.’ 

4 Oh! that is your line, is it? Now, anathematise the 
ruffian John, and we will believe that you are innocent, 
and set you free.’ 

‘Stand firm, my Eutyches,’ whispered Philip, who stood 
him the dock* • 
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The bey’s only answer was to turn towards him with a 
radiant and half-reproving smile. Could Philip imagine 
for a moment that he would quail? ° 

Optatus did not relish this by-play. ‘ You other pris- 
oner,’ he shouted, ‘speak another word before you are ques- 
tioned, and you shall be whipped with leaded ropes bywav 
of preliminary to your examination ! Now, boy, curse the 
ex-Patriarch John.’ 

‘I cannot, sir,’ said Eutyches, ‘and I never will 
He was my benefactor, almost my father. I was an 
orphan, and he gave me a home. I owe to him my very 
soul.’ J y 


‘ 0h ! you cannot, cannot you ? Look, boy. Do you 
see those things? Jailer, show him some of those pretty 
playthings.’ 1 J 

The jailer drew a curtain, touched the bov on tlm 
shoulder, and pointed. y 

There .Eutyches saw a collection of the instruments of 
torture. They scarcely differed in any respect — except 
that they were not refined by science to such entire per- 
fection— from the instruments which the Papacy so often 
wielded with such frightful and long-continued malignity 
in many lands to coerce the free consciences of men and 
women and boys who would not (jell their souls lor a lie 
There was a burning brasier, in which various iron instru- 
ments were being heated red hot ; there were gridirons 
like that on which St. Lawrence was martyred" there' 
were pincers and thumbscrews to crush the fingers and 
tear away the nails; there were racks; there was the 
7 wooden horse, with its back cut in sharp ridges, on which 
; P n souers were tied with heavy weights attached to them * 

; ™ ere w f r « P inc 0rs to twist and rend the limbs ; there were 
i strips of rhinoceros-hide weighted with nails and lumps of 
lead; there were the abhorrent ungulee, with long handles 
and sharp claws, with which the executioner carved the 
l flesh into bloody furrows. 

Eutyches turned his gaze towards them, and for a 
moment grew pale. 

‘Do you see them?’ said Optatus ; ‘pretty, aren’t they? 
Do you want to feel them, too ? ’ y 

The boy only turned his eyes to heaven and murmured 
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an inaudible prayer; while Philip again murmured, 
6 Courage, my Eutyches ! 5 

4 Strike that impudent scoundrel on the mouth, soldier,’ 
said Optatus, in a fury ; 4 say one word more, and your 
tongue shall be torn out.’ The Praetorian dealt a fierce 
buffet on the face of Philip, which grew livid under the 
blow ; while Eutyches, as he saw it, started and uttered a 
cry. 4 And you, you young dog of a prisoner ! ’ shouted 
the judge, 4 don’t think to come over us with pretty airs of 

martyrdom. Once more, anathematise John, or ’ His 

cruel finger pointed to the instruments of hell. 

4 1 cannot,’ said Eutyches in his low, sweet voice, which 
thrilled all hearts. 4 1 may not ! I will not ! Lord Jesus, 
help me ! ’ 

4 Do not deceive yourself, boy,’ said Severian, with unct- 
uous piety ; 4 44 though I give my body to be burned, and 
have not charity, it profiteth me nothing.” ’ 

Eutyches turned on him his pure glance, while over 
his face passed an involuntary shade of contempt, and 
through his body ran an involuntary shudder of aversion. 

4 We waste time,’ said Optatus. 4 Strip him bare.’ 

They tore off his clothes. 

4 Lash him with the scutiea .’ 

The (Bread scourge whistled through the air, and made 
horrible blue wheals as" it fell on the boy’s white back. 
But he spoke no word, and there was a lustre as of heaven 
in his blue eyes. 

4 Once more, anathematise John.’ Eutyches could not 
speak, but he shook his head. 

4 If that is not enough to break down his stubbornness, 
lay him on the rack.’ 

They laid his swollen and lacerated limbs on the sharp 
points of the wooden horse. 

4 Now try the ungulce on him.’ 

Philip’s heart was full even to bursting ; he was sobbing 
uncontrollably, convulsively, hiding his face in his hands. 

The torturer drew the ungulce down the side of Euty- 
ches, tearing the flesh into deep gashes. 

4 Philip ! Philip ! ’ he moaned under the anguish, and 
stretched out his hand. Philip grasped it, and pressed it, 
till the executioner tore his hand away and smote it hard 
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on the knuckles. But Eutyches had been thinking more 
of his friend’s anguish than of his own, and now his soul 
passed into a sort of trance of exaltation. He felt as 
though white angels were standing by him; as though 
Christ Himself were now holding and pressing his hand. 
When the executioner rasped the horrible ungulce down 
the other side he was scarcely conscious of it; a sea of 
light seemed to encompass and roll over the sea of dark- 
ness; agony was merged in an ecstatic and pain-obliterat- 
ing rapture. He uttered not a word. 

‘Pretty creature!’ said Optatus. ‘Executioner, you 
must spoil his beauty a little. Try the ungulce on the 
forehead.’ 

The man tore off the skin of the lad’s forehead, tearing 
off the eyebrows with it. The blood deluged and blinded 
his eyes, and clotted the curls of his fair hair. But he 
spoke no word. 

‘ Speak you shall ! ’ said Optatus. 

‘ Hold a torch for half a minute to the wounds on his 
side,’ whispered Severian, mad with impotent spite: ‘he 
will speak then.’ 1 

It was only said in a whisper, but Philip, whose senses 
were strained by excitement and horror to intense acute- 
ness, heard it, and was swept away by a mighty storm of 
passion. 

‘ Oh, you fell dog ! ’ he cried, leaping to his feet and 
uplifting his hands, on which the fetters clanked. ‘ Oh, 
monster of wickedness and cruelty! A bishop — you? 
Nay, surely the very devils must blush for you ! God be 
judge between you and us ! God smite thee and curse 
thee, thou whited wall, and may this mystery of iniquity 
haunt thee till thou art a magor-miutabib , a torroa to thy- 
self on every side.’ 

The words of Philip’s curse smote like hail on the ear 
of the guilty Bishop. Ho visibly recoiled and trembled 
before them, and for all his rubicund portliness seemed to 
shrink into nothing, and held up his hand between himself 
♦ and Philip’s avenging glance. But Optatus only turned 
on the youth his lurid smile, and said, ‘It will be your turn 
next, young man. But we have not done with the other yet. 
Executioner, hold the torch to his side.’ The lire touched 
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him. He half-raised himself, and then cried in a voice of \ 
thrilling joy, ‘I see Cherubim and Seraphim! — and ; — ] 
Thine own self — Oh, Lord Jesus!’ He fell back. The 1 
man held the torch to the wounds, but Eutyches winced * 
not, moved not, spoke no word more. They looked at him 
with amazement. He lay there unconscious ; his torn skin 
hung over his features ; his beauty was defaced ; his bright 
hair was dabbled and clotted with blood ; his white skin was 
covered with crimson’ stains. They unbound him. He was 
dead! 

An awful hush of horror fell on the assembly, and in 
thathushmany afterwards averred — for they were intensely 
excited — that they had distinctly seen the flashing of 
angels’ wings, that they had distinctly heard the melody 
of angel-harps. 

The hush was broken by the hoarse tones of Optatus. 

4 Take that carrion away! Now for the second prisoner. 
He seems likely to give us sport.’ 

Ah ! let us drop the curtain on these deeds of hell, com- \ 
mitted by men who called themselves Christians, and in I 
the name of religion! — for some of the clergy sat with | 
Severian, as assessors, in the interest of Arsacius, abetting, I 
as such men have often done, the vilest works of the devil | 
in the Holy name of Christ. 

Philip was stripped of his clothes ; he was beaten with 
the leaded thongs ; his sides were torn with the ungulce. 
Then he was laid upon the rack and his arms were, joint 
by joint, dislocated till they left but his right hand which 
was not out of joint ; and that for the same reason as they 
did it in the case of Savonarola — that he might be forced 
to sign some incriminating statement later on. 

But their malice wholly failed. They could not wring 
from Philip one single word of any kind. It would have 
been a relief and a delight to them if only he would have 
moaned, or unpacked his heart in curses. But he spoke 
neither good nor bad, and it became monotonously horrible 
to hear in silence the clank of his fetters, the scraping of 
the ungulce , and the grinding of the rack, while the sufferer 
did not so much as emit a single groan. 

They were proceeding to still worse extremities, which 
could not have left him with his life, when there rose 
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among the spectators so savage and wrathful a murmur 
that the very executioners trembled, and hesitated in their 
task. Even the judges by this time had supped full of 
horrors ; and it became manifest that the multitude, sick- 
ened, enraged, maddened by the fate of the innocent 
Eutyches, might break at any moment into furious riot, 
might slay the torturers, and the Prefect, and wreck the 
entire building. So there was an involuntary pause. 
Philip still lay on the rack as one deaTd. He did not hear 
that hoarse hum of the multitude, as of a sea murmuring 
under the first rush of the cyclone ; and he said afterwards 
— long afterwards, in happy days, when he could bear for 
once just to allude to these things that he doubted 
whether he was really sensible of the anguish, rfeere 
are states of tension in which the soul has become u ncon- 
scTduroTtKe' T5ody; 'just as the soldiers ^f ten unjmngfiifflis 
of tKe thrdbbing of Eos' wouHaST orjmm ‘^at he,has W 
wounded at all, till the battle i so vein And Philip s mind 
had been so excited, so maddened, and then so stupefied, 
by watching the atrocities inflicted upon Eutyches, and 
afterwards so wafted into the seventh heaven by what he 
himself believed that he had seen — a vision of seraphs 
and a sound of their heavenly harps — that every other 
sense was deadened. They mighty have tortured him till 
he, too, sank dead ; but finding themselves hopelessly and 
finally foiled, and no longer able to overlook the cries of 
fierce menace which rose from every part of the hall of 
justice, they adjourned the session of the court. 

‘ Unbind him,’ said Optatus, sullenly. ‘ Toss him back 
into the prison.’ 

‘ He has long been unconscious, you vile murderer and 
impure demon ! ’ shouted a youth from the crowd who had 
known Philip, and had often delighted in his bright smile 
of welcome and genial words of greeting. 

‘ Who was that ? ’ roared the Prefect. ‘ Bring him here ; 
scourge him ; stretch him on the, rack ; tear him with the 
ungulce. What! you can’t tell which of the crowd it was? 
Liars, you want scourging yourselves ! Soldiers, clear the 
court! Use your swords, if you like. I will be your 
w^irrciiit ^ 

But the very soldiers had by this time grown utterly 
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disgusted. They did not even pretend to use force, and f 
the people, as they dispersed, greeted the Prsefect and;* 
Sais assessors with yells of ‘Demons’ and ‘Murderers.’; 
Severian was the special mark of their abhorrence. They 
insulted him in spite of his escort of soldiers, who, indeed, , 
loathed him so much themselves that they hardly took the 
trouble to defend him. They yelled at him ; they hissed 
at him, and spat upon him on all sides; they pelted him; ‘ 
they hit him on the head with stones ; they aimed blows at i 
him with staves and clubs, and the soldiers only laughed. 
He began to think that, even with the Empress to protect 
his iniquities, he had made Constantinople too hot to hold 
him. He slunk away by night, to fill up the cup of his 
iniquities at Antioch and elsewhere. But never again 
thereafter was he anything but a terribly haunted man. 
He seemed ever to hear footsteps behind him. It was to 
him as though the earth was made of glass, as though the 
very stars looked down upon him like burning and innu- 
merable witnesses. He constantly started, as at voices f 
prophesying woe. He heard the howls as of bandogs 
following him. The face of Eutyches looked in upon him; 
and sometimes, if he sat alone, 

• 4 

* There came wandering by 

A shadow lil*e an angel, with bright hair 

Dabbled in blood ; i 

j 

and sometimes at night he woke up with a scream, and saw 
the angel pointing him out to Megmra faces, which glared^ 
at him and shook torches before his bloodshot eyes. And ] 
all the time the brand of Cain became more and more ! 
visible upon him. When he slunk back to his deserted \ 
sheep in the wilderness in the wild gorges which enclosed J 
the wretched Galilean village of Gabala it was as a foiled, j 
hated, disgraced, haunted, beaten man — a man who had ^ 
sold "himself for futile and unfulfilled ambitions — a man j 
who had entangled himself in hateful and intolerable/ 
crimes. The fate of Ananias of Bethel, the fate of Pashur > 
of Jerusalem fell on him, and hunted him pitilessly down/ 
the vale of his remaining years. 

When the jailers had carried the body of Eutyches out 
of the court they did not feel quite sure that he was dead ; 
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but by the time they had passed into the open air it became 
plain that they were only carrying the crimson spoils of 
his martyrdom. 

‘ What is to be done with him ? ’ said one. ‘ We cannot 
take a corpse back to the crowded prison.’ 

‘ Those fellows had better take care,’ said his comrade, 
pointing back with his thumb over his shoulder to the 
place where the clerics sat. ‘A good many in the city 
knew this young lad, and if they saw him as he is now 
some persons’ lives would not be too safe.’ 

‘ Best let the priests know,’ said the first. 

A message was sent to the judges’ bench, and several 
presbyters hurried out. ‘We must bury him ourselves,’ 
they said. ‘ Quick, somebody, fetch a sheet, and throw it 
over his face.’ 

No sheet was at hand, but one of them, glad to hide a 
spectacle which pained even their eyes, flung his upper 
robe over the boy’s remains, and then they hurried with 
the bier to a burial-place. They attempted to say some 
words of prayer over the shallow and hasty grave. But 
their tongues stuttered and stumbled, and they felt as if 
angel voices rang in their ears, which said in words like 
those of the modern poet : 

How shall the funeral rite be said, the Liberal song be sung 
By you — by yours, the evil eye, by yours, the slanderous tongue 
Which did to death the innocence which died, and died so young ? 

They tried to say no more ; but they confidently affirmed 
to others, when the name of Eutyches was added to the 
Martyrology, that they had heard celestial music, which 
floated and hovered above the lowly resting-place: where 
his beautiful body mingled with the unremembered dust. 

But Philip’s unconscious and cruelly mangled form was 
hurried back into the prison — for he still lived — and was 
flung down, carelessly, in the corner of the dungeon, on a 
heap of rotten straw, which formed his only bed. It was 
there that the charitable wife of Aurelian found him ; for 
a voice seemed ever to ring in her ears : ‘ I was sick, and 
in prison, and ye did not visit me.’ Her heart ached to 
see the unhappy youth, of whom in the bright days of 
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Chrysostom’s first arrival at Antioch her noble husband 
had so often spoken to her as his lively and modest com- 
panion. There he lay, among the crowded, despairing 
prisoners — each daily expecting the same or a similar fate 
— untended, though the fluttering remains of what poor 
life was left to him seemed to require such careful and 
loving tendance night and day. 

‘Poor, poor youth!’ exclaimed Aurelian with a sigh 
when she had * told in what condition she had found 
him. ‘These are dreary and terrible days, my Claudia. 
I remember how gay, how modest, how faithful that dark- 
haired youth was when he almost forced Amantius and 
me, against our wills, to let him accompany his master to 
this evil city; and I remember with what blythe cheerful- 
ness, often with happy songs upon their lips, he and that 
other dear lad, Eutyc'hes, the chorister, whom I hear, they 
brutally tortured to death to-day, used to traverse the city 
streets on errands of service and of mercy.’ 

‘ Could you not plead with the Emperor for him ? ’ 

‘Dear Claudia, Arcadius, as you know, means Eudoxia, 
and what Eudoxia is, when her hate is aroused, you also 
know.’ 

‘ Yetf surely even she would not object to the effort to 
snatch from death one eruelly tortured youth. Oh, Aure- 
lian ! risk something and try to save him.’ 

‘I will go, and that instantly,’ said the Praetorian Prse- 
fect. ‘ What is life, after all, but service ? ’ 

He put on his purple mandye and went at once. His 
high rank secured him an immediate audience, and Arca- 
dius, who sincerely honoured him, was glad to see him. 
He briefly mentioned his request, while the Emperor shifted 
about uneasily in his chair. 

‘ I wish these days were over,’ said Arcadius in a peevish 
tone. ‘ I am naturally kind-hearted, yet one seems to be 
listening all day long to the whistle of scourges, and the 
sullen people scowl at me even on my way to the churches. 
The very Amphitheatre is affected with elements of wrath 
and regx'et.’ 

4 Can you not end this persecution of the Johannites, 
sire?’ said the Praefect, falling on one knee. 

‘What can I do?’ answered the miserable ruler of the 
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world. c I wish I had never listened to the plot of those 
bad bishops — for they are bad bishops, and the Patriarch 
was a holy man. And now the whole horizon looks black. 
God will be sending ns another earthquake. But what 
can I do ? Here is that old dotard of a Patriarch, on one 
side, urging me to find congregations for him ; and on the 
other side is Eudoxia, goading me to fresh banishments and 

fresh executions. I wish ’ The wish, whatever it was, 

died away unspoken. 

‘ I am sure that if your Eternity would but express a 
strong desire, this cruel persecution of the innocent Johan- 
nites would cease. It is a shame to your beneficence that 
men should be daily stretched on the rack, and women 
scourged, and boys tom to death.’ 

6 Express a desire? Ah! you little know. But this 
youth’s life, at any rate, shall be saved, if it can be done. 
I will write an order for his release, and sign it here and 
now.’ 

He sat down, and, dipping the stylus into his great 
golden inkstand, wrote the order in the clear, beautiful 
handwriting which was his sole accomplishment. 

Aurelian hurried home exulting; and when Claudia had 
ordered her easiest litter to be got ready and filled with the 
softest cushions, Aurelian accompanied her to the prison 
with the best physician in Constantinople. The body of 
Philip was lifted with the utmost care and tenderness upon 
a bank of cushions, and he was carried to the sedan. Then 
the physician did all that skill could do to set his wrenched 
arms, and he was gently conveyed to the palace of Aurelian. 
There, in a large and airy room which caught the fresh 
breeze of the sea and tempered the burning heat of mid- 
summer, he was laid on a princely couch, and tended with 
every service which skill and solicitude could render. 

He lay unconscious, hovering between life and death, for 
many weary days. 
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CHAPTER LYII 
GLEAMS OF RETURNING DAWN 

The grey secret lingering in the East. 

Coventry Patmore. 

For many weary days — but youth triumphed, and life 
won the supremacy, aided by the sound influence of a 
pure and healthy frame. 

Hitherto, since the cruelty to which he had been sub- 
jected, he had never awakened to clear thought. It was 
as if a red mist had ever been floating before his eyes, 
and for some time nothing but his feeble breath and slight 
movements had proved that he was alive. But now he 
began to show signs that he would recover. 

One day Aurelian and his wife, Claudia, stood by his 
bedside with the physician, who was a kindly Christian man. 
Aurelian was looking at Philip somewhat sadly. ‘How 
changed,’ he said, ‘ from the bright youth of six years ago ! 
Will the colour ever return to that pale cheek, or the 
old strength and swiftness to those suffering limbs ? ’ 

‘Yes,’ said the physician; ‘I have expended my best 
skill upon him, and, with God’s blessing, it has not been in 
vain. But when he awakes to full consciousness there may 
be a reaction of despair and mental agony, which I greatly 
dread.’ 

‘ What do you advise ? ’ 

‘ He would be better in the country. When he is able 
to think and to remember, the tramp of soldiers in your 
courtyard below will trouble him, Praefect ; and, assiduous 
as the Lady Claudia has been in her kindnesses, he will 
need someone to tend him day and night.’ 

‘ Olympius would gladly nurse him till his recovery,’ 
said Claudia. ‘ She came to see him, not without danger 
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to herself, a few days since. She often used to talk to him 
in the house of the Patriarch.’ 

‘Nothing could be better,’ said the physician. ‘In the 
island-city of Cyzicus, where Olympias now lives, he would 
breathe the pure air of the Propontis. The Lady Olym- 
pias is a skilled and devoted nurse, and it will be good 
for her, as well as for him, that he should be under her 
care, and help to dispel her overwhelming melancholy by 
the pressure of kindly duties to be done.’ 

The next day Philip woke sane. Claudia was sitting 
by his bedside. He did not recognise her. His eye wan- 
dered round the unfamiliar chamber. He could hardly 
recall who he was, or form any distinct recollection of the 
past. Claudia laid her hand on his forehead. ‘What 
place is this?’ he asked in a low voice. ‘It does not look 
like the prison.’ 

‘ You are in the house of Aurelian, the Praetorian Pre- 
fect.’ 

‘ And you, lady ? ’ 

‘I am Claudia, the Patrician’s wife. We have been 
nursing you.’ 

A long pause followed. 

‘ And he ? Is he alive ? Where is he ? ’ 

Do you mean the Consular A^urelian? He is in the 
next room.’ - * 

‘No ! He — the Patriarch John.’ 

‘He is well ; he is at Cucusus.’ 

‘ Oh ! I remember ; I remember all. 

‘And Eutych -?’ His voice was choked as he tried 

to utter the word. 

‘Do not talk or think now, Philip. All you have to do 
is to get well.’ 

‘But does he live?’ 

‘Yes, Philip — he lives in that land where God wipes all 
tears from off all faces.’ 

‘He will never wipe them from mine,’ said Philip in a 
faint whisper ; and, indeed, the silent tears which he was 
too weak to wipe away were coursing each other down his 
hollow cheeks. 

‘Shall I ever rise from this sick-bed?’ 

‘Yes, Philip, and be, strong again, and well, and happy.’ 
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6 Never happy,’ he said, with a low moan. 

4 Yes, happy, dear youth,’ said the physician, who entered 
at that moment — 4 if only you will now dismiss all trouble 
from your mind, and rest.’ 

For a week after that time he talked little; but it was so 
evident that his mind was working, and that he was sinking 
deep into a sea of gloom, that they thought it advisable to 
remove him, with the utmost care and caution, to the villa 
of Olympias. Accompanied by the physician, and proceed- 
ing by easy stages, amid every comfort, he gained rather 
than suffered by the journey to Cyzicus. In the course of 
a few days he could lie on his couch in the open air, amid 
the gardens and groves and orchards which embowered the 
villa of Olympias ; and before long he could walk again, 
and the tide of youthful life began once more to pour 
through his veins. 

But, as the physician dreaded, the frightful memory of 
his recent experiences weighed on him like lead. Was it 
not a hopelessly unaccountable thing that wickedness, and 
lies, and mean intrigues, and sham religion, could have 
triumphed, and that the reward of innocence and righteous- 
ness should have been defeat, humiliation, exile, torture? 
Chrysostom was in a bleak and frightful Armenian village, 
harassed by the raids of brigands, overwhelmed with hatred 
and victorious (jalumny; Olympias, Pentadia, Nicarete, 
exiled, fined, humiliated; the faithful Johannites beaten, 
imprisoned, tortured; Eutyches barbarously murdered; 
Michael, David, Miriam absent and silent; he himself 
racked, buffeted, all but killed, every hope frustrated, every 
gleam of happiness for ever dead. No one was triumphant 
but Eudoxia, and Severian, and Theophilus of Alexandria. 
Had God removed into His infinite blue heaven, far away 
from the wickedness of the hypocrites and the misery of 

the good? Did Christ, after ali, hear prayer? or • And 

there Philip seemed to drown in a subterranean Erebus of 
doubt and despondency, and did not. so much as wish to 
live. 

/ Slowly but surely hope came back, and God’s consola- 
tions increased upon his soul 4 with the gentleness of a sea 
that caresses the shore it covers.’ 

He had become very taciturn ; and Olympias herself had 
2x 
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been so crushed by calamities that her mind, too, was all 
darkened with clouds, through which no star looked. But 
one day he asked her : ‘ Has he inquired after me ? Does 
he know ? Has he written ? ’ 

Olympias knew whom he meant, and said: ‘Yes, the 
Patriarch has again and again inquired about you. For 
his own dear sake we concealed from him all we could ; 
but a sword pierced his heart when we could not but tell 
him that Eutyches had been martyred, and that you were 
lying between life and death. He might say, with David, 
“All thy waves and storms have gone over me.” But he 
has written to you, and now that "you are well enough to 
read his letter, I will hand it to you.’ 

Philip took the letter with a trembling hand, and 
retired into the garden to read it by himself. 

‘ My heart bleeds for you, my Philip,’ so the letter ran. 

‘ I have heard from Olympias what shame and agony God 
has called on you to endure for my poor sake — let me 
say, rather, for the sake of truth and duty. When I 
heard of your sufferings, and of the death of our beloved 
Eutyches, I wept as if my heart would break, and I found 
no comfort till I had poured out my soul before God. T 
cannot weep any more for him, though it is sad to think 
that we shall see his face and hear his sweet voico no 
more. But why should we weep for one, whom the world 
can never more stain or torment, and who is now a happy 
spirit in the nearer presence of his God ? For you, whom 
I have ever loved as a son, I have never ceased to grieve, 
and no day passes that you are not mentioned in my 
prayers. Never, never shall I forget you, and all your 
goodness and love to me — first, in those dear days 
at Antioch, and then amid the troubles of Constanti- 
nople. 

, . Olympias tells me, dear Philip, that your recovery 
>5 n^ght be complete if it were not retarded by the oppres- 
f sion of i sorrow. Your sorrow is most natural. Nevertho- 
Jless, tpLffiou -still .Iffo^odj^dJiQpe in Him, fotHe 

jf * ou . baye seen the black cloutls roll up from the 

Euxme and obliterate the azure; but did you not always 
know that they were only the clouds of earth and of our 
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lower atmosphere — that they were themselves created by I 
the sun itself, and that, behind them, the sun was stim 
flaming, though for the time he was hidden? My Philip f \ 
God is ranj. ,$nd He knows no setting,;. He,, is for i 
ever in the zenith. For He is light, and with Him is ncf 

^ cheer up, my Philip ; God will never leave you nor| 
forsake you, if you put your trust in Him. Write and tell\ 
me that your heart is not overwhelmed. Write to me, if \ 
you can, in that happy mood which has helped to brighten j 
so many years. Of myself I will say nothing now, for ! 
our beloved Olympias knows my concerns, and she will \ 
tell you how I fare in this far-distant place of exile.’ 

The letter comforted him, though he could not yet 
embrace its deeper topics of consolation. And as the 
messenger would start the next day with many letters to 
the banished Patriarch from his friends in Constantinople, 
Philip entrusted to him a few lines. 

4 My father,’ he wrote, 4 1 am still too weak, and my 
right hand shaken too much, fo write more than this 
greeting. Oh ! we have gone through dark and cruel 
times. Pray for me, father, that my faith fail not. By 
the time that your next letter reaches me I hope to be 
well ag&in. Bid me come to you to Cucusus, and I will 
fly as on the wings of *the wind. It would be joy indeed 
to hear your voice once more, to sit at your feet, and 
serve you, and devote my life to you.’ 

Another comfort helped to dispel Philip’s gloom. As 
yet the one horror which constantly overcame him was 
the thought of Eutyches — first, the memory of so many 
mirthful and innocent hours spent with him and David 
in the dear anteroom of the Patriarcheion ; and then the 
indelible spectacle of that face and figure on the blood- 
stained rack. It was this vision which Philip sometimes 
thought would drive him mad. One day it had specially 
tormented him, and had seemed to push him back into 
drowning whirlpools. He was sitting on a grey, lichened 
rock under the trees. The tears burst again and again 
through the fingers of his hands, on which he rested his 
weary head. And then, in his anguish, he cried to God 
to exorcise this phantom, and enable him only to think 
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of his lost friend as he was before that cruel scene. As 
again and again he repeated the cry a sudden conviction 
came over him that his prayer had been heard. That 
night he sank to peaceful sleep; and, while he slept, 
happy dreams waved their light wings over his head. He 
seemed to see the golden ladder between heaven and 
earth, and angels ascending and descending upon it, and 
over it the face of the Son of Man. He seemed to see 
the midnight sky bursting open to its depths, and bright’ 
spirits, amid the glory, carolling as they carolled on the 
first Christmas night. He seemed to see the Elders and 
the Immortalities, the lucent Seraphim of knowledge, the 
burning Cherubim of Love, casting their crowns ox ama- 
ranth before the sapphire-coloured throne. And amid 
all these radiances he saw always the face of Eutyches 
innocent, beautiful, happy — more innocent, more beauti- 
ful, more happy than he had ever seen it in his most 
joyous hours. Then he thought he had raised his out- 
stretched hands, yearning to speak to him ; and in white 
robes, a palm-branch in his hand, the boy had stood by his 
bedside, and said to him, 4 Philip, why should you grieve 
so much for me? I am often very near you ; and eye 
hath not seen nor ear heard the blessings of heaven, our 
home. Grieve no more for me, Philip, and so live°that we 
may all meet in this land, where there aj;e no more tears.’ 

With these words still sounding like music in his ears 
Philip woke, and it seemed to him as if the room were still 
full of light and peace. His prayer had been heard. He 
never mentioned the dream to anyone but Olympias, but 
he was inwardly convinced that it was something more 
than an illusion of the night. Thenceforth, whenever the 
image of Eutyches recurred to his thoughts, it was as an 
image, not of horror, but of beauty and of peace. 

And then one' more blessing exorcised the incubus of 
his despair. 

What, he often thought, was to be his future ? As to 
his means of living he was spared all anxiety, for he was 
well provided for. Chrysostom had handed over to him 
and Eutyches his property in Antioch, and that alone 
would suffice him. A friend of Chrysostom, the good 
priest Constantius at Antioch, saw that this heredity was 
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duly administered, and had also taken charge of the house 
and money left by Hermas, Philip’s father. To these two 
sources of maintenance there had been a gratifying addi- 
tion from a very exalted quarter. 

Ever since Aurelian, the Praetorian Prsefect, had inter- 
ceded with Arcadius for Philip, the Emperor, whose im- 
pulses were far from unkindly when he was left to himself, 
had felt an unwonted interest in the youth. He had en- 
couraged Aurelian to talk about him when Eudoxia was 
not present, and so had learnt the story of the way in 
which the quick resource of Philip and Eutyches had 
devised the masque which terrified the marauding Goths 
of Gamas, who would otherwise, beyond all doubt, have 
sacked his Palace, and perhaps have sacrificed his own life 
and that of his Empress, and even have changed the des- 
tinies of the Empire. For this service he could not but 
feel intensely indebted, and he was struck with the nobly 
modest reticence which had never even mentioned so 
memorable a proof of loyalty. With what frightful in- 
gratitude had the poor youth been requited, when so many 
of the corrupt, the worthless, and the disloyal had been 
crowned with honours which they did but abuse ! Arcadius 
sent for his Count of the Imperial Largesses, and ordered 
him to See that privately, but without fail, Philip was sup- 
plied with a yearly pension of a hundred aurei. He further 
desired the Count, without mentioning the fact to anyone, 
to keep an eye on Philip, and to use any opportunity 
which might occur to further his interests. In case of his 
complete recovery the Emperor commanded that the young 
man should be summoned to a private audience. 

This was communicated to Philip, and he was now at 
ease as regards his future sustenance. God, who tempe rs 
the wind to the shorn lamb, was be ginnmF t osEow. ^ m er cy | 
upoITlS^ ^ he avy sSroEe s oii But, eved 

nowv^ love ? 

Oh ! if he could but hope that one day the lot of Miriam 
would be linked with his ! 

The return of perfect health was still retarded by these 
thoughts, when one day one of the slaves of Olympias 
came to tell him that a friend was asking for him, and 
awaited him in the tablinum . 
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‘ A friend ! ’ said Philip, with a sigh. ‘ What friend is 
left me in Constantinople ? All whom I loved are dead, 
or in prison, or in exile.’ 

‘ But the friend, sir, told me to tell you that he came 
from Palestine.’ 

‘ From Palestine ! ’ Philip’s heart gave a' great leap, 
and he -followed the slave to the room. 

A tall, graceful youth was standing with his back to 
the door, gazing on the boats which furrowed the blue 
Propontis. 

He turned round as Philip entered. 

‘David!’ exclaimed Philip; and -in one moment their 
arms were round each other’s neck, their heads on each 
other’s shoulders. 

Philip was the first who found voice to speak. 

‘Oh, David!’ he sobbed for joy. ‘Is all well? Is 
Miriam well — but your smile and your happy face have 
already told me that all is well.’ 

‘Yes, Philip, with us all is well, thank God!’ 

* Your father ? Miriam ? Oh, David ! does she love me 
still ? ’ 

‘ She loves you, Philip, with a love as strong, as pure, as 
faithful as your own.’ 

‘ David ! David ! why did none of you write to 'me ? ’ 

‘ You cannot think that we diet" not, Philip. We have 
written at every opportunity in our power ; but you had 
left no message at the Patriarcheion. I traced you to your 
lodging by the Chrysoceras ; I traced you to the prison. 
There I learnt that you had been set free by the Emperor’s 
order, and only from Aurelian did I learn the secret that 
you were here.’ 

‘Oh, David! we have gone through awful times and 
awful scenes. Eutyches ’ 

‘I know all,’ said David, tears in his voice and in his 
eyes. ‘Before letting you know that I was here I bad 
seen the Lady Olympias. Ah! God! ’ * 

Philip hung his head. ‘God’s ways are strange,’ he 
said. ‘ We have been scattered as with hot thunderbolts. 
The happy days are over for ever.’ 

‘For ever is a very long word, my Philip. But oh! 
how pinched, how haggard you look — in no wise less be- 
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loved, but more tenderly beloved — but ob! how unlike 
that old, beloved Philip. 5 

6 1 have been cruelly tortured, David ; I am but a wreck 
of my former self. All mirth is quenched, all health gone. 

Miriam can never wed me now 5 And the poor 

youth burst into uncontrollable weeping. 

6 Nay, nay, my Philip. Cheer up ! 5 said. David. 4 My . 
sister is yours, your betrothed ; yours in sickness and in 
health, in life and in death. Fear not! 5 

But as Philip would not be comforted, he led him 
gently by the hand into the garden, and sat down with 
him under one of the great trees. 

4 Listen, Philip, 5 he said; c you know my father. You 
know that, perhaps from the holy purity of his faith, God 
sometimes vouchsafes to him to see what shall be. You 
will remember that he foresaw these days of anguish. 
He seemed to be . suffering with you in spirit while he 
prayed for you. His last words to me were, “ David, my 
son, you will find Philip. Tell him that all will yet be 
well with him. lie will recover perfect health. Miriam, 
by the traditions always kept among us, is too young to 
marry, and I would fain have the blessing and the sun- 
light of her presence a little longer. But Philip is her 
betrothed, and in two years, if he will^come to us, he shall 
wed Miriam and take her to his home. 55 5 

c God grant it * God grant it! 5 murmured Philip; and 
hope seemed already to have rekindled a lustre in his eye 
and a faint flush of colour on his wan cheek. 

Olympias invited David to stay at her villa ; but duty 
and work recalled him home, and he could only stay for 
ten days. Those were Philip’s first happy days since the 
great disasters, and every day seemed to bring him more 
of strength and life, as he strolled about or sailed on the 
Propontis with Miriam’s brother, the friend of his own 
age whom he loved most on earth. The winter of his life 
began to melt into the promise of a new spring. 
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CHAPTER LVIII 



THE RETURN OF KALLIAS 

As on the sun-scorched lily’s bell 
The silver dew descends, 

So on my weary spirit fell 
The sympathy of friends. * 

Two letters, together with the course of circumstances, 
indicated for Philip the immediate direction of his life. 

If Chrysostom would allow him to come to Cucusus 
he felt that he should go there as soon as it was possible 
for him to travel. It might look like the obliteration of 
all pleasure and of all youthful ambition to make bis 
home in that squalid Armenian hamlet, and in due time 
to ask Miriam to share with him its dangers and priva- 
tions. But Chrysostom was his father, and his more than 
father, and, where duty summoned him, there woujd God 
bless his lire. 



But before David took ‘ his departure- the Patriarch’s 
>•;; • answer came to him. 

<§/'■ ‘It was a deep pleasure to hear from you, my beloved 

f'y Philip,’ he wrote, 4 and to see one more proof of the 

jfe . depth of your love towards me. And indeed, dear son, no 

jky earthly pleasure would be greater to me than to enjoy as 
Ji ; / in the old days the support of your youthful strength, the 
|||:^ cheer of your youthful brightness. But it would be 

|p.‘ t utter selfishness in me to doom you to years, perhaps, of 
§V dreary inactivity in this chill, wild place, so dull, so pov- 

®%f ; - erty-stricken, so liable to perpetual alarms. I was ever so 

Jv constituted that, while I could bear whatever God sent to 

fc&A . and thank Him for all things, my sorrows were be- 
*tf: measure intensified if I felt? that through me others 

W6re brought to suffering. And therefore, my Philip, 

C ^ ^ COme * l0Ve f ° r J0U W ° Uld make lt a 
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torment for me to see you dragged down into my misery. 
No ! your life is before you. Think of me ; write very 
often to me ; pray for me ; do all that you can for me, „ 
your poor father, in other ways — but I cannot accept the 
sacrifice of your young life. It is adapted for larger and j 
nobler ends — which in due time God will make plain j 
to y 0U — than the service of one infirm old man. And V 
even in my exile God has not forsaken me. I have found t 
unexpected alleviations here. The humble Bishop . of 
Cucusus has been very kind. He even wished to resign 
his see in my favour. The chief burgher of this little 
town has entirely given up to me the use of his own 
house. My relative, the Deaconess Sabiniana, is with me, 
and looks after my wants. And you must not think that 
I am idle. My correspondence is large. Oh ! how I some- 
times long for you and David, and Eutyches and Kallias, 
again! But it may not be. I am trying to establish 
missions among the Goths, among the Phoenicians, among 
the Persians. Even here and now God suffers me to be 
in some sense a guide and leader of His Church. 

6 What, then, are you to do ? I can think of nothing 
better than that you should go to Antioch, and live in our 
old house. It is, as you know, a delightful city. There 
are many there who know and love you, or will soon learn 
to know and love you ; *and there, if it be God’s will, you 
can serve Him fof many years in Church and State. God 
bless you, and restore you to perfect health, and keep you 
in His faith and fear, my own Philip, until — if we meet no 
more on earth — we meet in His many mansions beyond 
the grave ! ’ 

Philip talked over this letter with Olympias, and she 
concurred in its advice. She knew that Chrysostom had 
prevented many other friends from joining him at Cucusus, 

- where the sight of their life, surrounded by troubles and 
hardships, would only aggravate his sufferings. Antioch 
was the home of Philip’s early years. It would be best 
for him to go there, and he would now be soon quite well. 

‘I .knew that your health would return, Philip,’ she 
said , 4 when some of your happiness returned. Since that 
dream of which you told me, and still more since David s 
visit, you have made amazing progress. You will soon - 
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look like the happy Philip whom I first saw with our 
saintly Patriarch, and with your young companions, six 
years and more ago.’ 

A' . But Philip soon found that his departure to Antioch 

had better for the present he delayed. 

For the good old Bishop Flavian had died, full of years 
and full of honours. The wish of all the city and of every 
good man throughout the East was that the excellent 
Presbyter Constantius should be elected in his place. But 
this would not at all suit the plots and purposes of Severian 
of Gabala and his episcopal allies. For Constantius had 
been for years the ardent friend and admirer of the true 
Patriarch of Constantinople. This cabal of alien bishops 
not only interfered with the election, but did so in the 
most monstrous manner, which ended in intruding upon 
that long-afflicted see a man no less pernicious, if possible, 
than themselves. 

This was an ambitious ecclesiastic named Porphyry. 
He first intrigued and bribed to get Constantius banished, 
and then tricked the Christians by going to the church 
with a handful of bishops and people when the vast mass of 
the citizens were at some Olympian games at Daphne. 
The _ doors _ were locked, and Porphyry was hurriedly 
ordained with a mutilated service by Acaeius, Severian, 
and Antiochus, who, knowing thaA their gross trick would 
awaken the vengeance of the inhabitants? fled from the city 
with precipitation. But the mischief had been done, how- 
ever infamously, and it was vain for the people to threaten 
to burn Porphyry’s house over his head. He obtained from 
Constantinople the assistance of a body of troops, seized 
the church by violence, and furnished one more instance 
of the m ad gree d of episcopal ambition in those corrunted 
days. ~ — 

Such being the state of tilings at Antioch, Philip saw 
that it would be unwise for him to face once more, and 
in vain, the horrors of sacerdotal wickedness which had 
wrought such havoc at Constantinople. He must postpone 
his settlement in the home of his childhood until there 
had been such subsidence of the storms of persecution in 

Christian community as might promise him a reason- 
able safety. All was uncertain. Whither could he turn 
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during the two years which must elapse before he could 
make Miriam his own? ^ 

God usually makes the way of His children plain before 
their face, and Philip’s plans for the present were decided *- 
by a letter from Kallias. 

Kallias, it will be remembered, had been sent by Chrys- 
ostom, before his exile, with despatches to the Bishops of 
Aquileia, Milan, and Rome, informing them of the terrible 
condition to which the Church at Constantinople had been 
reduced, and entreating their sympathy and assistance. 

He had written several letters ; but in the troubled state 
of Italy and Illyricum, and the recent changes and excite- 
ments, his letters had failed to find their destination, and 
no answer had come to him in return. But now a few 
lines from him reached the hands of Philip. They were 
written from Rome, and briefly stated that he had de- 
livered the various documents entrusted to him by Chrys- 
ostom into the hands of Pope Innocent, and had been 
sent back by him with letters to Aurelian, Briso, Aman- 
tius, Anthemius, who was now Consul, and other power- 
ful friends of the exiled Patriarch. He was requested to 
procure further evidence and to secure their co-operation 
in the endeavour to obtain the Patriarch’s recall. Kallias 
said that he hoped to see Philip very soon after the day 
when the letter would seach him, and that he would then 
tell him all further news. 

Philip eagerly awaited his arrival, and was standing 
to receive him with warm welcome on the little quay at 
Cyzicus, from which he had recognised him as his boat 
drew near. So much had passed since they last met that 
at first they could only grasp each other’s hands in silence 
as they walked to the villa of Olympias. After supper 
Philip, in broken words, told his friend of the course of 
events in Constantinople, of which he had only heard the 
vaguest rumours. The tears of Kallias flowed fast as 
Philip told him of the banishment of the Patriarch, the 
conflagration, the cruel persecution which followed,, the 
martyrdom of Eutyches, and his own sufferings. But Kal- 
lias could impart the good news that the great bishops of 
the West were heart and soul opposed to the lies and bru- 
talities of Theophilus and his myrmidons. He had been 
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most kindly received. Chromatius, the venerable Bishop 
of Aquileia, the friend of Ambrose, of Rufinus, and of 
Jerome, had given him a cordial welcome there. He had 
gone to Yenerius, Bishop of Milan, who had shown him 
the very basilica in which the people had watched over 
Ambrose, and in which, on that occasion, Ambrose had 
first introduced the antiphonal chanting of the West; 
the font in which he had baptised Augustine; the gates 
from which he had repelled Theodosius when he came 
with his conscience burning with the guilt of the massacre 
of Thessalonica ; the pulpit in which he had preached the 
funeral sermons of the young murdered Emperors Gratian 
and Yalentinian III. Lastly, he had seen the smoke, and 
wealth, and tumult of Rome ; and there the great Pope 
Innocent had expressed himself in private with almost 
passionate indignation against the wicked, intriguing 
Patriarch of Alexandria and in favour of the saintly exile. 
More than this, Innocent needed a secretary for his vast 
correspondence, and, struck with the tachygraphy of 
Kallias, had asked him to return to Rome after he had 
‘ delivered his missives, and to take a permanent place in 
his household. 

4 Did you see Alaric ? did you see my friends Thoris- 
mund and Walamir? did you see Stilico? did you# see the 
Emperor Honorius?’ asked Philip eagerly. C I am sick of 
the East. How much I should like to # see that Western 
world ! ’ 

6 1 saw them all,’ said Kallias, ‘ and the beautiful, stately 
Serena, wife of Stilico ; and, if the Lady Olympias permits 
me, I will give you some little account of my journey.’ 

1 Yes, but that had better be to-morrow,’ said Olympias, 

6 for Philip is still far from strong, and it is time for him to 
go to rest.’ 
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CHAPTER LIX 

WALAMIR AND ST. TELEMACHUS . 

Ah me ! how stern and terrible he looks 1 
He hath a princely countenance. 

Philip von Artevelde. 

Olympias at this time was subject to fits of overwhelm- 
ing depression, in which the wheels of life seemed to 
stand still. She did not leave her room the next day, and 
asked Philip and Kallias to excuse her absence. 

4 It is a lovely day,’ said Philip, 6 and I know, Kallias, 
that you are fond of fishing. Let us take one of the boats. 
While you fish I will lie lazily in the stern, and then we 
can talk to our hearts’ content. The fish won’t matter 
much,’ he added, with one of his old smiles. 

4 Ah P said Kallias, 4 1 see you still pretend to be 
sceptical about my skill as a fisherman. Well, I shall 
refute your chaff; by bringing home a big basketful of 
thunnies for the Lady Olympias, and you shall not have 
one.’ 

4 Then I shall talk loud, and drive the thunnies away,’ 
said Philip, as he took his place at the helm, while Kallias 
rowed the painted shallop over the bright blue waters, 
which flashed in the morning sunlight. 

4 Did you ever see 44 the unnumbered laughter of the 
sea ” to greater perfection ? ’ said Philip. 4 Now, here is a 
delightful spot to anchor, under this wooded hill; so fish 
away, Kallias, and talk at the same time. Where did you 
make your first resting-place after you left us ? ’ 

4 1 travelled as fast as I could to the Court of Alaric at 
JEmona, and there I saw ’ 

‘Thorisrriund and Walamir,’ said Philip. 4 1 want very 
much to hear about them.’ 

4 Thorismund,’ said Kallias, 4 but, alas! not Walamir.’ 
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4 Alas ? Why alas ? Are there more miseries to tell ? 
What a world it is ! ’ 

4 You shall hear. Thorismund’s first question — for he 
had seen me at the Patriarcheion in old days, and recog- 
nised me — was about you. He has always loved and 
admired you since that old wrestling-bout at Antioch, 
when you both were boys. As I told him the state of 
p things in Constantinople he fretted and fumed with in- 
dignation. He loathes the very name of Constantinople. 
His eyes flash with anger when he speaks of it. Then he 
asked after Eutyches, and I did not disguise from him the 
gloomy aspect of our affairs. 44 But where,” I asked, 44 is 
your brother Walamir? His soul was knit to that of 
Eutyches in one of the closest friendships I have ever 
seen.” He bent his eyes down, and said, 44 We none of us 
know where my beloved brother is. We were both with 
King Alaric when he invaded Italy, and when he retreated 
from Pollentia and reached Verona. But at Verona we 
were surprised by the forces of Stilico, and his Alan auxil- 
iaries fell on us so furiously that Alaric himself was nearly 
taken. He escaped by the swiftness of his warhorse, and 
I was with him. We were not really defeated; all our 
forces retreated in perfect order beyond the Alps. But, 
alas! my brother Walamir was # taken captive, perhaps 
slain. We have not heard of him since.” 

4 A pang shot through my heart as I heard this, Philip, 
for I thought how deeply it would grieve Eutyches ; but 
I murmured to Thorismund some words of hope. 

4 44 Yes,” he answered, 44 he may still be alive ; but if so, 
it is in slavery, and that is worse than death.” 

4 44 Would he not have written to you?” I asked. 

4 44 No; the boy’s proud spirit would prevent him from 
writing, even if it were possible, from amid the degrada- 
tion of slavery.” 

4 1 had no more to say, but promised that, as I was on 
my way to Italy, I would make every possible inquiry, 
and might perhaps be able to secure the ransom of 
Walamir if he still lived. 

4 44 If not,” said Thorismund, passionately, 44 there is still 
revenge.” 

4 Alaric had heard that there was a messenger from 
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the Patriarcheion at Constantinople, and sent to ask me 
to his evening banquet. He is a splendid young king, 
a far finer type of Goth than Gainas. He has an air of 
natural nobleness, and the Visigoths say that when they 
elevated him on their shields'Tt^'^cEeftain ever looked 
braver and worthier; but he keeps no state, and talked 
with me familiarly about the Patriarch, whom he greatly fl 
reveres, and about himself. He is convinced that he shall ; 
live to sack the Eternal City. He told me, as he told his 
long-haired chiefs, that before his first invasion of Italy he 
had heard the voice, as of an Archangel, cry to him from 
the depths of a grove, “ Speed ! Speed, Alaric ! Thou 
shalt penetrate to the City.” 

6 1 suppose that the warrior read the doubt in my face, 
for he smiled and said, “ And I did penetrate, ad Urlem; 
not, indeed, this time to the Eternal Urbs, but to the river 
Urbis, on which Pollentia stands! Tell them at Con- 
stantinople that, in spite of the brag of Stilico’s bard, 
Claudian, we were not beaten at Pollentia. The dwarfish 
Alan, Saulus — whom God destroy! — burst on us upon 
Good Friday — the ugly heathen Tartar! They seized 
some plunder, and recovered the old purple robe stained 
with the blood of the Emperor Valens at Adrianople ; but 
we were hnbroken, and Stilico made a treaty with us.” 

4 1 never saw anyone so swift to read thoughts as Alaric, 
Philip. I suppose he read the word “Verona” in my 
face, for he added, “Ho, nor were we beaten at Verona 
either. And the prophecy to me will be fulfilled. Italy 
has not yet heard the name of Rhadagais. They will hear 
it next year ; and whether I shall help him to ravage Italy, 
or not, depends on circumstances; and,” he added in a 
low voice, “on Stilico and Honorius.” 

4 Then he began to talk with imprudent frankness, as I 
thought, of Stilico and of both the Emperors. For Stilico 
he has an immense admiration, and more than half shares 
his view thatJfceJaeatJl ^ng the Goths can do is to._.amalr 
gamate faithfully with the^ Komans as one nation, and 
fC und jaL-nobEETiaoe. H e thinks that Stilico is a born 
king among a nation of intriguers and drivellers, besotted 
with a superstition which is but the caricature of genuine * 
Christianity, and slaves to abject despots. He feels un- 
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scorn for both, their Sublimities, Arcadius and 
/ Honorius. He regards them both as pale-blooded weak- 
lings, the puppets of their own eunuchs. He calls Arca- 
i devo ^ ee only fit to grovel over sham relics, and be 
led by the nose ; and he regards the impotent Honorius 
as a mixture of timidity, cruelty, and slyness. These 
Goths rarely conceal their opinions. He actually showed 
at his table — and with me, an unknown reporter, present 
a coin which had been struck as a caricature of Honorius 
which represents, not the old Roman she-wolf suckling the 
immortal twins, but a she-ass suckling a hen ! It is meant 
P ^ artly ^P erha P S ’ as an ^ ns . u ^ against the Christians under 
‘ the old calumny of their being asinarii , but chiefly to 
P d i cul e Hononus’s paltry propensity to make pets of hens, 
in feeding which he spends half his time. “ It is the onlv 
thing the phantom is fit for,” said Alaric. 

I left iEmona the next day, and, amid various advent- 
ures, of which we may talk another time, I made my way 
m caurse °| ^ wo or three months to Aquileia, Milan, 
and Rome. I found Rome in a state of anxiety and alarm, 
x ou know how full the air is of rumours when communi- 
cations are interrupted. There had been a long drought, 
and the Romans, who fancied that Alaric would soon be 
on his way against them, had placed their chief hope in 
nis inability to cross the swollen rivers pf Lombardy. One 
day vast clouds of dust proclaimed the approach of an 
armed band. The Romans cowered behind their new- 
built walls, and not even a scout would venture to recon- 
noitre. Then, as the poet Claudian has since described 
P e °pJ- e ? gazing from the walls, saw amid the dust 

* o?°i° d wI ? 1 . te head which a11 men knew — the noble face 
ot btuico, shining like a star out of the storm. You can 
imagine how they shouted. With Stilico among them 
they felt that Rome was free.’ 

, 9 f e , re 7^- P resen t at the great triumph one has heard 
of / asked Philip. 

an T C l ^ never saw ’ or hope to see, anything so mag- 
nificent. Honorius came on purpose to celebrate the tri- 
umph, with Stilico, his father-in-law. They had raised a 
arch J or the , occasion, on which they spoke of 
The Goths subjugated for ever.” I am told that Alanb 
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and his chiefs roared with laughing when this was re- 
ported to them. Honorius was made Consul for the sixth 
time, and as Rome had only three times seen an emperor 
during the century, they made the most sumptuous prep- 
arations.’ 

‘What did they think of their Emperor?’ 

4 Stilico had given him his cue, and he laid himself out 
to win their hearts. He would not allow the senators to 
walk before his triumphal car. He looked unusually well, 
for a flush was on his sallow cheek, and he wore the diadem, 
and a jewelled trabea, and strings of Arabian emeralds 
round his neck. But there were some old Romans who 
rather despised his jewellery. 44 Cincinnatus, and Marius, 
and J ulius Caesar did not ride in that bedizenment ; all that 
pernicious rubbish came in with Constantine,” I heard one 
old officer mutter to the Senator Lampridius, who stood by 
him ; and Lampridius murmured in reply two savage lines 
of Sidonius on Constantine : 

Saturni aurea ssecla quis requiret? 

Sunt tisec gemmea, sed Neroniana.’ 

4 Where were you ? ’ 

4 Pope Innocent had kindly secured me a place on the 
steps of*the Julian Basilici, so that I saw the procession 
wind all along the Sacred Way, and up the Capitoline Hill, 
amid all those tbmples and palaces. Every roof was 
densely crowded, and there fell a perfect snow of roses 
and garlands before the horses’ feet.’ 

4 Was the Emperor alone in the chariot?’ 

4 No; Stilico was by his side in plain armour, but look- 
ing every inch a hero ; and more than half the enthusiasm 
of the Romans was for him. Behind them rode the young 
Empress Maria, daughter of Stilico — a virgin wife, they 
say — looking like a flower of perfect loveliness; and be- 
side her, in a very simple attire, her noble brother, Euche- 
rius, who has a great future before him.’ 

4 1 say, Kallias,’ said Philip ; 4 you see it is high noon. 
How about those thunny fish for Olympias ? ’ 

4 You scamp ! ’ said Kallias ; 4 1 should have caught two 
dozen at least if you had not frightened them away by 
making me talk so much. We’ll have some lunch now, 
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and then I won’t tell yon a word more till I’ve caught 
enough. And, to punish you, I assure you that what 
I have still in store will surprise and interest you im- 
mensely.’ 

4 Oh ! I say, that is too bad ! ’ said Philip ; 4 1 have a great 
mind to give you no lunch at all till you have told me. 5 

They opened the basket which the slaves of Olympias 
had put into the boat, and found it full of delicious grapes 
and figs, cakes, and a bottle of rich Thasian wine — for 
though she was herself abstemious to the utmost austerity, 
their hostess insisted on dieting Philip in the way which 
she regarded as most likely to restore his strength. 

After their refreshment Kallias told Philip that he had 
• the orders of Olympias to make him rest awhile and take 
;% siesta, and Philip reluctantly obeyed. While he slept 
Kallias steadily fished on, often glancing at his slumber- 
ing features, sometimes with sorrow to see how wasted 
they were, but with more hope, because he was gradually 
returning to his normal strength and brightness. 

By the time Philip awoke, Kallias had caught as many 
fish as would serve the whole household -of Olympiad, 
and triumphantly showed them to his companion, who at 
first declared that he must have bought them of some 
fisherman on the sly, until Kallias punished him by making 
him wait for the rest of his story “till he had caught half a 
dozen more. 

Then he laid his rod and net aside, and proposed that 
they should row in, and finish his narrative at home, as 
there were things which perhaps Olympias would like to 
hear. 

They found the lady a little less dejected, and Kallias 
was glad to help in diverting her melancholy thoughts. 

Resuming his account of the triumph of Honorius, he 
said : 4 Philip, I have kept back from you what interested 
me more deeply than all the imperial pageantry. I told 
you 'that Honorius exempted the senators from pacing 
before him; but immediately behind his chariot walked, 
two-and-two, a long line of Grothic captives ; and first in 
the row, showing that he was of noble birth, I saw ’ 

Philip started up and grasped the hand of Kallias. 

4 You saw Oh ! I guess it.’. 
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4 Yes,’ said Kallias, ‘I saw young Walamir, the friend 
of our Eutyches. He was walking with his looks cast on 
the ground, in the deepest dejection. But as he passed 
the steps of the Basilica I attracted his attention. He 
recognised me; for one instant his face brightened, and 
then the light faded from it, as though he were ashamed 
to be seen in the guise of a captive and a slave. But I 
determined not to lose sight of him, and threaded my way 
through the crowds which closed behind the procession. 
I once more got close to him on the summit of the Capitol. 
I asked where I could see him, but he only shook his head; 
he did not know. 

‘Several days passed, and I sought for him in vain. At 
the close of a week of pageants, thanksgivings, paeans, and 
festivities there was to be a splendid gladiatorial show, at 
which Honorius himself was to preside, with Stilico beside 
him. C onstant ine had discou ra ged gla t ^iatori^L shows^ and 
many of 'our gfeat^ had in- 
dignantly doh auiiced the Heings 

amu sem ent lnT ^presence o f ^ a^g^Q ati ng ,mn ^ 

Rome isstm a Ifaffp agan , "or" more than half-pagan, city, 
and the Flavian Amphitheatre has perpetuated the bacl 
tradition. Honorius, half-curious to see so world-famed a 
spectacle, offered but a languid resistance to what was 
deemed a politic concession ; and, worst of all, a gladia- 
torial show afforded the easiest means of getting rid of 
many of the Gothic captives. 

4 Of course, Philip-, you and the Lady Olympias will 
believe me when I say that I had not the least intention 
to be present, lest I, like the young Alypius whose story is 
told by Augustine, should be brutalised and carried away 
' by the horrible excitement. I stood by the Arch of Titus 
to watch the motley, eager crowd rolling its vast volume 
into the many doors of that colossal amphitheatre. Then 
a strange thing happened. 

4 An Eastern monk in the sheepskin of a hermit passed 
me, attracting many eyes ; for hermits are a far rarer sight 
in Rome than in our East. He was tall and gaunt, and 
his hair was grey, and his sheepskin mantle was squalid 
and tattered. He saw me standing by the Arch, not 
hurrying forward with the crowd, and, fixing on me his 
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v ^j^^rhich. seemed to ‘burn with an inspired lustre, he 
^ : sai(fm Syriac, “Youth, I see that thou art a Christian, 
who wilt not follow the multitude to do evil ; yet I bid 
thee come with me into yon revel of demons ; it may be 
that thou shalt see strange things to-day.” 

4 44 Who art thou, Father ? ” I asked. 

4 44 Men call me Telemachus,” he said. 44 1 am a hermit 
from Zagba. Few in this city speak Syriac; none know 
me. If any seek to know my name hereafter, thou canst 
tell them who I am and whence I came.” 

4 1 could not help accompanying him, for his words seemed 
to have in them a Divine command. We entered the 
Amphitheatr e, which was already so densely crowded that 
we^tTCffo^my get places among the slaves and the poorest 
of the people at the summit. I confess it was a splendid 
sight. The sun shone down on that vast building and 
the 80,000 people whom it held. The vast silken awning 
flapped against its straining cords overhead. The gala- 
dress of multitudes of women variegated the scene, and 
they looked like beds of flowers among the white togas of 
the men. The great area of the floor was ^trewn with 
dazzling sand. In the podium, in their richest pomp, sat 
the Emperor and Empress, with Stilico, and Eucherius, 
and the Princesses Serena and Thermantia, ari&yed in 
pearls and precious stones, which* flashed as they moved. 
All the senators and aristocracy of Rome were there. I 
saw, and blushed to see, many even of the clergy present. 
One chief element of expectation was the news that the 
general contests after the single combats were to be sine 
missions — that is, that they were only to be terminated by 
the death of the combatants ; and that a young and beauti- 
ful Goth of the noble family of the Amalings would fight 
among the captives. My heart was sick with fear, for I 
knew that this must be no other than Walamir.’ 

Here Philip, in his excitement, seized the arm of Kallias, 
and gazed open-mouthed on his face. 

4 The first part of the show was harmlessly magnificent. 
Some of the Palatini had a sham cavalry fight, and went 
through manoeuvres on their pawing steeds. There were 
allegorical scenes and processions. Then wild beasts— 

- lions, tigers, ostriches, even camelopards*? — were exhibited, 
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and I, who had never seen these strange 
creatures, was intensely interested. 

4 But then began the wickedness to which the huge mass 
of spectators had been looking forward with a sort of un- 
spoken passion. The first of the gladiatorial fights was 
proclaimed by the herald’s voice : 

4 44 Satyrus, the gladiator, will now be matched against 
Walamir, the young Gothic Amal, each with swords and in 
full armour.” 

4 As I heard the herald’s sonorous tones my heart burned 
within me with hot indignation; for Walamir was little 
more than a boy, and it was monstrous to match him, as 
they had done, against the most renowned and most suc- 
cessful gladiator of Italy, who had been trained in the 
schools of the lanistm from his earliest years, and had 
gained many crowns. 

4 1 looked at the hermit, but he seemed to be lost in 
prayer, and utterly oblivious to everything around him. 

4 The two marched round the arena. They saluted the 
Emperor with uplifted swords. I thought that I detected 
a note of defiance and despair in W alamir’s voice, as he 
joined in the heroic customary chant, 44 Ave Omar , morituri 
te salutamus.” 

4 Then they stood nearly in the centre, and all those 
eighty thousand §yes were bent upon them, and the clash 
of swords began. And still Telemachus neither spoke nor 
moved. 

4 The strength, courage, and agility displayed by Walamir 
would have stirred the heart of Alaric himself with pride ; 
but I saw from the first that he neither was nor could be 
an equal antagonist to the cool, trained giant of mature 
age, consummate skill, and herculean strength against 
whom he had been pitted. The only marvel to me, as I 
sat there sick with dread, trembling with excitement, and 
thinking of you and Eutyches, was that he sustained so 
long the unequal struggle. 

4 Then rose the indescribable panting shriek of 44 -5 abet” 
as Satyrus inflicted his first wound, and the red stream 
rushed over Walamir’s armour. That shout seemed to 
awaken Telemachus. He sprang up, flung one glance 
around him, and then stalked with swift strides down, the 
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ambulatories. I did not know at first what he intended to 
do ; and the spectators were far too intent on the combat 
to notice him, for Satyrus had only inflicted a flesh wound, 
and Walamir, with undaunted spirit, was renewing the 
hopeless strife. 

c But just as Telemachus had nearly reached the cancelli 
— the gilded barriers erected to prevent any wild beast 
from leaping up among the r people, as had once occurred — 
a blow on Walamir’s helmet smote him to the ground, and 
instantly Satyrus was striding over him with uplifted 
sword, and looked up at the spectators as he awaited the 
signal to slay or save. 

Usually the thumb was uplifted and the life spared if 
the defeated combatant had shown conspicuous heroism ; 
and it might have been thought that the youth, the 
beauty, the bravery of the young Amal would have 
pleaded for him. But no ; he was one of the dreaded, hated 
Goths, and without an instant’s hesitation twenty thousand 
thumbs were ruthlessly turned down, to demand that Saty- 
rus should plunge the sword into his throat or breast. 

6 Then it was that, to the utter amazement§of everyone 
present, from the Emperor to the meanest slave, Telem- 
achus, like one inspired, sprang over the cancelli, and, 
rushing forward with a cry, strode over the prostrate 
Ostrogoth, and with a gesture of command confronted the 
victorious gladiator. 

6 Satyrus sprang back astonished, as though he had seen 
a spirit, and lowered his sword-point. A nominal Chris- 
tian, he felt a sort of overpowering awe in presence of 
the strange figure, emaciated face, and flashing eyes of 
the tall, gaunt hermit. But at the same instant the 
multitude had recognised the stranger’s purpose, and a 
yell of rage and disappointment arose, as though all the 
demons had been let loose. Satyrus had drawn back to 
the wall of the arena staring, with wide-opened eyes, 
apparently in superstitious dread. Walamir had risen 
to his feet. Telemachus stood alone between them* 
But at once every conceivable missile on which the 
people could lay hands was hurled at him; and then 
many, quite mad with wrath, had themselves sprung over 
the barrier and were striking at him with staves. They 


> WALAMIR AND ST. TELEMACHUS 503 

hurled him to the ground, they kicked and smote him, 
and flung stones on him. I, too, had leaped the barrier, 
but I was one among hundreds. What could I do? 

4 It soon appeared that he was dead ; and then a wave 
of remorse swept over the minds of the assailants, and a 
hush followed. 44 Who was he?” was murmured from 
lip to lip. The Emperor was himself as agitated as was 
possible to his lympathic temperament. He had risen 
from his seat, and beckoned the herald to bid anyone who 
knew the murdered monk to say who he was. I was 
too much excited to be afraid, and, striding under the 
Emperor’s box, I shouted, 44 Emperor, he was Telemachus, 
the hermit of Zagba.” 

4 It seemed, even to myself, as though I had spoken in 
a voice of unnatural power, and also as if my few words 
had produced an impression far more intense than seemed 
proportionate to their simple purport. An awful con- 
tagious excitement seized the minds of the multitude. 
They shrank back on all sides from the body of the 
murdered saint. It lay in the hot sunlight, dark on the 
dazzling whi£e sand with which the arena had been strewn, 
and the blood from his many wounds had dyed his robes ; 
men declared that it lay encircled by an aureole. The Em- 
peror ahd his attendants rose; but before he left the 
Amphitheatre he ordered the heralds to proclaim that the 
games were ended, and would not be resumed, and that 
the corpse of Telemachus, the hermit of Zagba, was to be 
honoured as that of a saint and martyr. 

4 The awestruck multitude streamed out of the vomi- 
toria, and went home with a sense of supernatural terror 
in their hearts ; but many re-entered the actual arena, 
until it was thronged throughout its huge ellipse, to gaze 
more closely on the man who had died to save the lives of 
men. While their feelings were thus absorbed to the 
exclusion of every other thought I looked out for Walamir. 
He was leaning against the wall under the podium, pale 
and faint from loss of blood. I asked him about his 
wound. 

4 44 It is nothing,” he said, u though I have bled so much. 
But oh ! JCallias, my soul is sick with horror and hatred. 
Can you not help me to. escape to my own people ? ” 
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‘The thought had occurred to me before he spoke. 
Very near us was the door of the spoliarium , into which 
the dead bodies were dragged after a fight. I whispered 
to him to slip into it while no one was looking, and I stole 
in immediately afterwards. It was empty. The attend- 
ants had been attracted to see what was going on ; and, 
most fortunately, the farther exit was also unlocked, for 
they had expected to have to deal with many corpses. 
We were standing unobserved in the shadow of the mighty 
pile. _ I know not what strange premonition or unformed 
surmise had made me put in my wallet the thin overdress 
of a parabolanm. But I had done so, and suggested to 
him to throw off his armour and put on the disguise, 
folding the cowl over his head. Then he leant on my 
arm, and we walked by bypaths to my lodgings, which the 
Bishop had assigned to me near the Lateran. Our steps 
were marked with blood; but that was unavoidable, and 
very few people were in the side-streets. On the way we 
passed, a little barber’s shop, and by a sudden inspiration I 
went in and bought a plain black wig, which I placed on 
the short, sunny curls of the Amal. He was thus effectu- 
ally concealed from notice, and I took him direct to my 
own cubicle, and brought him food. 

‘ It was not yet noon ; but as not a moment was to be lost, 
and as escape was hopeless without aid, I decided to go 
straight to the palace of Stilico and to enlist his sympathies 
for Walamir. 

‘ It would, I knew, be hard to get an audience with the 
mighty Vandal, who was at once Prime Minister and 
Generalissimo, the husband of the Princess Serena, the 
father of the Empress Maria, and the official guardian both 
of Arcadius and Honorius. But God’s unseen providence 
favoured me ; for in the hall of the palace I saw the noble 
young Eucherius, Stilico’s son. Jealousy raged on every 
side of the great Vandal like a furnace, and he was therefore 
most careful to bestow no great offices on his son, and to 
surround him with no splendour ; although even these 
precautions did not avert the rumour that he was secretly 
plotting to make him an emperor. As Eucherius came 
forward I held forth iny hand in sign of appeal. He 
stopped, and I asked him to grant a private interview of 
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five minutes. He granted it, and I briefly told him the 
story of Walamir. He is not nearly so Romanised as his 
father, and I knew that his sympathy with the Goths was 
strong. Touched by the story, and by the bravery of the 
young Ostrogoth in his combat with Satyrus of which he 
had been a witness in the Colosseum, he said: “To-morrow 
the Emperor and my father are sending letters to Constan- 
tinople. The messengers will go by ship from Ostia to 
Dyrrachium. The Bishop of Rome, in whose protection 
you are, will be doubtless glad to send you back with 
answers to the letters you have brought to him from the ■ 
Patriarch John. Let the young Goth be disguised, and 
accompany you as a subordinate. I will furnish him with 
a pass.” I thanked him warmly and kissed his hand. 
Walamir was overjoyed. All went well ; and it was worth 
all the risk to observe his passionate delight when the ship 
was well out of sight of land, and he was able to strip off 
the disguise. You would have laughed to see him toss the 
black wig into the sea, and emerge in his own bright hair.’ 

4 Did he get over his wounds so soon ? ’ asked Philip. 

4 Yes; and he attributes it to the hardy temperance ofb 
his training. Aware of the propensity of his nation ton 
excess, neither he nor Thorismund ever touch wine ; | 
hence *their wounds heal far sooner than those of their/ 
comrades. * (. 

‘Thanks in part to what he learned from Eutyches, 
Walamir has before his mind the loftiest ideal of what 
the Goths should be. He thinks that if they ever come 
to ruin, it can only be through their own faults and vices. 
He sets them a high example, and, when opportunity 
offers, he tells them his convictions. And now I have no 
more to narrate, and I feel sure that the Lady Olympias 
must be tired.’ 

4 Did Walamir get safely to the Court of Alaric? ’ 

4 Yes, and I had the happiness of seeing his meeting 
with his brother. They are in truth a par nobile fratrum - 


0 



GATHERING CLOUDS 3 


CHAPTER LX 

THE VENGEANCE OF HEAVEN 


Raro antecedentem scelestum 
Deseruit pede Poena claudo. — Horace. 

Before we resume the story of Philip and Chrysostom 
let us pause to observe whether the wickedness of their 
enemies ultimately prospered; for those enemies will 
hencefpxth disappear from our pages. 

fe overthrow of the saintly Patriarch was due, as we 
have seen, to the combined hatred of the Empress ; of the 
corrupt, worldly, frivolous society of Constantinople ; of 
evil-hearted women, headed by a clique of painted and 
bejewelled widows : of large multitudes of bad priests and 
deacons, false monks, false nuns, false virgins, constituting 
the main section of the ecclesiastical world in Constanti- 
nople; of the agapetce , or ladies who lived in the houses of 
the clergy under the thinly veiled name of rspiritual sisters ; 
and, most of all, of Theophilus, the wicked Patriarch of 
Alexandria, and the group of ambitious, intriguing, envious, 
unscrupulous, and slanderous bishops, of whom Severian 
and Cyrinus were among the worst, who constituted the 
execrable Synod of the Oak. 

Th e ways of God with men are often very difficult to^ 
dcciplferr ITls ahle*"^ 

"scale^ffie workings of Divine^Pinvidence'lTi^ 
watch . 


God’s terrible and fiery finger 
Shrivel the falsehood from the souls of men. 


If T he apparent prosperity of the mM , th^aroDareiyyj^ 
^ aixa^^rgeT'a.'pl'e' o v erthrow_of the just, have beerT 

world. The . 

saimist ana other saints found' comfort in the- general 
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fact that, though the wicked seem to flourish like a green 
bay-tree, it was frequently seen that they perished sud- 
denly, and came to a fearful end; and that, as a rule, the 
righteous were not forsaken, nor did his seed beg their 



amcTin 'tne midst of affliction, or even perished in the 
flames of martyrdom. It remained for . later ages to find|| 
ne.w and deeper solutions of “the problem, and to viewfl 
it with untroubTed faith, in the twofold' conviction thatt 
h oliness in itself is hap maggs, and sinjs^ofrteo^ n .m afa i j .ej 
re^riliiJtive and pgngl ; and that there is a world_ beyond 
tlie grave, wherethelalse weights and imperfect balances 
of earth shall be redressed. It is not possible for man 
to furnish perfect theoretic explanations of the state of 
things in a world so full of sin and death and woe. jJob 
sat in his leprosy, upon his dunghill, a bereaved, abject, 
humiliated pauper, on whom the very drunkards made 
their songs. The sanctimonious infallibility of his ortho- 
dox friends made them pour oil of vitriol upon his wounds 
by assuming that his misery was the penalty of secret guilt. 
Their cruel and infallible orthodoxies awoke the thunder , 
of God’s disapproval, and, even if Job had never been 
uplifted out of the overwhelming deeps into the sunshine 
of prosperity, meji would not have been entitled to adduce 
his anguish in proof that God cares not for the souls ^ 
which He has made, and thinks no more of right and | 
wrong upon this atom globe than of ‘ a trouble of ants in 
a million millions of worlds.’ All that we should be en- 
titled to say, if such cases as that of Job appeared to be 
the rule, and not the exception, would be, in the wail of 
the blameless king : 

I saw God in the shining of His stars, 

X saw Him in the flowering of His fields ; 

But in His ways with men I found Him not. 

But when men of the stamp of Theophilus pointed to 
the exile of Chrysostom, the martyrdom of Eutyches, the 
affliction of Olympias, and the tortures of Tigrius and Sera- 
pion, in proof that God had declared Himseli against John 
and the Johannites, they did not deceive either themselves 
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ior the world. On the one hand, men saw Chrysostom 
I ruined and yet happy; calumniated and yet happy ; exiled 
I and yet happy — sick, and persecuted, and suffering, and 
I yet happy — and they would not have exchanged his trials 
I for the gorgeous criminality of the Patriarch of Alexandria, 

| or the full-fed unctuousness of Severian, with his heart 
fat as brawn, cold as ice, and hard as the nether mills tone 
Nor was there one woman in Constantinople — not Epi- 
graphia, in her gilded boudoir, amid her clerical votaries, 
nor the most voluptuous of the nuns and spiritual sisters ; 
not even Eudoxia herself in her imperial purple — who 
would not have been glad to lay aside her unhallowed 
ease if hers might have been the heart, the life, and the 
ultimate reward of good Nicarete or woe-worn Olympias. 
There was enough in the outward colour of events to 
make men sure that, amid the apparent silence and in- 
difference of the Eternal, they could sometimes see the 
glearr^ p j His avenging thun derbolts upon transgressors, 
a TOfhe AnT^oOlTe^ Llre f UTnace 'td'Trear; 

backthe SamesiromHisbeloved. 

it there was one person to whom, more even than to 
Theophilus, the ruin of Chrysostom was due, it was to the 
; Empress Eudoxia. She blindly abandoned herself to 
the furies of hatred and ambition. n Well had it been for 
v . the daughter of Bauto if she had marriecLin her own rank ; 
® u ^ r °pi us h a d never intrigued against Rufinus, and had 
■jjF^ver. shown her portrait to the susceptible Arcadius. 
Intoxicated by her dizzy elevation, she indulged without 
stint her passion for flattery and for the exercise of power. 
Nothing would sate her pride but the burping of perpetual 
incense. Half of her rage against Eutropius was due to 
her belief that he helped to delay her investiture with the 
title and dignities of an Augusta and her claims to statues 
and universal adoration throughout the provinces, which 
had caused such disgust throughout the Western world. 

In overthrowing Chrysostom because of the real severity 
of his remonstrances against her faults, and the purely 
imaginary insults against her with which he was charged 
by forgers and slanderers, the Empress was acting against 
* the admonitions of her own conscience. This had been 
shown by the terrified insistency with which she had 
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demanded his recall from his first banishment, when her 
superstitious fears had been aroused by the earthquake 
which shook her chamber. It is not too much to say that V 
after ,his second expulsion she never enjoyed a happy hour. / 

She was in a perpetual tremor of alarm, and, as she was s 
again expecting to become a mother, her condition became 
truly pitiable. 

The Patriarch had been banished on June 20, 404. 

Then followed the horrible persecution of the Johannites. - 
On September 30 there burst over Constantinople^ the 
unusual trouble of a furious storm of hail so terrific and 
so disastrous that men were killed in the streets, and many 
buildings were seriously damaged. Eudoxia saw in this 
storm the wrath of God. She became more and more 
pale, more and more miserable, and the anguish of remorse 
decided her fate. She was but thirty-one years old, yet ; 

on September 30 — l ess t hmihree and a half . months af ter M 

the dep ar ture of Chrysostom — Tbe^Beaut3ul AugMi&Jxad 
dipTT a mls g^I ftTTeath. 

~ForTi e r trouBle d "mind brought on the pangs of a mis- 
carriage. The infant — such was the terrified whisper of 
the multitude — had ceased to live three months before its 
birth, and the dead burden caused her an indescribable fftj 
agony. * There was no strength to bring forth. Then, de- ; } ^ 
sparing of all holy or lawful aid, she entreated her wretched | 

husband to send secretly for a magician to the Palace. 

The sorcerer came, and muttered over her his incantations, ji|^/ 
and laid magic writing on her breast. The infant was Tfg;; 
born dead, and the hapless mother died. It was not 
strange that men should attribute to a visitation of God so 
untimely and so deplorable an end. 

Among the most envenomed opponents of the Patriarch, 
as we have seen, had been the Egyptian Cyrinus, cousin of 
Theophilus, and Bishop of Chalcedon. Chrysostom had 
treated him with kindness and confidence, and had even 
appointed him one of his three assessors in Asia Minor, 
whence he had returned an unpitying foe and accuser of 
his metropolitan. Very swift was the retribution — if ; r 
retribution it were — which fell upon him. He never "a 
recovered from the wounds made on his foot by the heavy m 
tread of Maruthas, Bishop of Mesopotamia, at the meeting 
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preliminary to the Synod of the Oak. The fierce inflam- 
mation and incessant agony did not prevent him from 
pushing his animosities to the bitter end. He was one of 
the most violent agitators. He was one of the four who 
took on their own heads the criminal responsibility from 
which Arcadius shrank. He was one of the bishops who 
signed the letter to Pope Innocent containing the lying 
charge that Chrysostom had set fire to his own church, 
which letter they had thought fit to send by the dwarfish, de- 
formed, and half-inarticulate presbyter, Paternus. But dur- 
ing the rest of his short life the body of Cyrinus became 
as inflamed and gangrened as his mind. His foot was am- 
putated, and still the gangrene spread ; his leg was ampu- 
tated, and it still spread. In the following year he died 
in agonies so indescribable as to be an object of pity even 
sto his enemies. 

What happened to Severian of Gabala, and how the 
lurid sun of his ambition set while it yet was day, leaving 
him a foiled and haunted man, we have already seen. 

Nor did others of the leading conspirators long escape 
to vaunt their nefarious victory. Though Palladius, 
Bishop of Helenopolis, drops the veil of oblivion over 
their names, they were perfectly well known to him and 
his contemporaries. • 

One of these, a notorious calumniator of Chrysostom, 
died of a q uinsy, in which his tongue became so swollen 
that he coufTno longer speak. In this condition he made 
a sign that he wanted his tablets, and when they were 
handed to him he wrote on them a confession of his evil 
deeds. 

Another, seized shortly after with a sort of virulent 
pggjpia, was eaten of worms, and died a loathsome death. 

^Another fell violently down a staircase, and was killed 
by the fall. 

Another, seized with chronic gout, found the worst 
aggravation of his malady in the supernatural terrors 
which haunted his miserable soul. 

Antiochus, Bishop of Ptolemais, after amassing great 
wealth by the neglect of his duties and his see, employed 
himself in writing a treatise against, a va rice, and died 
despised in his hypocritical worldhnessr " - 
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Arsaeius, the intruded Patriarch of Constantinople, 
after a year of miserable and disputed power, embittered 
by contemptuous opposition, repudiated by all that was 
best and holiest in Constantinople and in the whole West- 
ern world, terminated an easy life by but a single year 
of dishonoured age, and died on November 11, 405. 

And Theophilus of Antioch, the arch-criminal, the l 
arch-conspirator, the arch-apostate? f 

He. lived — for a continue d life is ^pmetimes a chief ^ 
elem ent in God’s piinisiimehts rnBfe live d tcTTeeFthat his | 
jealous imy^ against a saintbf God would overwhelm his \ 
name with infamy, and, in causing his many other crimes f 
to glare under the full light of publicity, would hand him/ 
down to an immortality of execration. 

He lived to hear the Alexandrians, over whom he 
tyrannised with a rod of iron, heap their reproaches on } 
him in the streets for his base intrigues. 

He lived to know that the fulsome adulation of the 
pitiable bishops whom he had consecrated to serve his own 
ends could not drown one howl of the cong&j&nce which 
he had transfor i nedi nto a ban dog within him . 

He live3nEoTevile the namem^Krysostom in a written 
invective as a frantic tyrant of hardened forehead; the 
sacrilegious patron of sacrilege; not only not a Christian, 
but worse than a Betehazzar; a hypocrite whose guilt 
transcended all possible penalties, but would incur ever- 
lasting damnation hereafter, and be cast out by Christ 
into outer darkness. 

He lived to imbue his nephew and like-minded succes- 
sor, Cyril, with the hatred which made him say that to 
enter the name of John on the episcopal records of Con- 
stantinople would be as bad as entering the name of 
Judas. He lived to vilify the name of the saintly Olym- 
pias, before whom, when he hoped to get something from 
her, he had gone on his knees and kissed her hand. He 
lived to besmirch the holy name of Origen, for whom all 
the while he had a secret admiration. 

He lived in perp etual dread of dea th. 6 What fear, and 
trouble^ to see, 5 he said, ‘when the 

soul is parted from the body ! ’ He lived, in splendour and 
despotism, to express his envy of the desert hermit, Arse- 


512 


GATHERING CLOUDS 


nius, who had ever been mindful of the hour when he 
should meet his God. 

He was found dead on his bed on October 15, 412. 

I He had retired to rest from the midst of his episcopal 
/ pomp, but had hardly laid down to sleep before a dark and 
; hideous figure took its seat by the bedside. 

; ‘-Who art thou, that darest intrude into my chamber ? ’ 
; he cried in fury. 

! 4 That tone avails your Holiness no more/ said the figure, 

! mockingly. 4 Wicked man ! thine hour has come. From 
I this bed thou risest, from this chamber thou steppest forth, 
j no more.’ 

\ 4 Avaunt thee, horrible fiend ! ’ cried the Patriarch, and 

' he made the sign of the cross. 

The figure laughed. 4 Art thou, then, so foolish, O wise 
theologian ! ’ it cried, 4 as to think that a mechanical motion 
With the fingers can avert the retribution due to a life of 
pride and crime ? ’ 

4 Who art thou ? ’ gasped Theophilus. 

4 What ! dost thou not know me ? ’ said the fiend. 4 Not 
know thine own familiar friend? Not know him who has 
flived so long with thee, who has whispered all thy master- 
i jful lies into thine ear, who has sat on thy shoulder, who 
has clutched thee by the hair for these many years ?* 

4 1 know thee not/ he moaned ; 4 1 never yet saw anyone 
i so hideous as thou.’ 

The fiend laughed long and loud. 4 Not know me ? 
Whom, then, shouldest thou know? Thou hast created 
me. I am thyself, ! and wouldst thou now^dSown^me? 
Say, for thepresent moment I am thine, and thou art 
mine. Look at all the scenes in which we have acted, 
all the things that we have done.’ ' 

He waved his hand, and Theophilus saw before him 
| heaps of gold got by chicanery, by falsehood, by flattery, 

! and by oppression. 4 Does it not content thee ? ’ he said. 

4 See, how rich we are ! How useful we found it, you and 
I. How we bribed the Alexandrian officials with it. How 
effectual it was in getting the votes of priests and bishops 
at Constantinople. How it enabled us to suborn a throng 
of useful perjurers. Perhaps we shall be able to take it 
1 with us. Perhaps the angels may be open to a bribe. 
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4 Look again/ 

Before the miserable 


eyes of the dying man rose the 


figure of a youth, bribed with fifteen pounds of gold to 
bring an infamous charge against a priest, but himself j 
recoiling with horror from his own perjury. Yet the priest, ( 
in his innocence, was overwhelmed with agony, and driven l 
to death in squalor and in ruin. \ 

4 Do you recognise the good Isidore, the Hospitaller ?’ f 
said the ruthless voice. 4 We tried once, you know, to I 
make him Patriarch of Constantinople. That failed.! 
Nevertheless, in due time we wreaked our grudge on him, 
and ruined him effectually, 

4 Look again. 

4 1 need not tell you who those four Tall Brothers are.. 
See, the face of one of them is bleeding from your cruel 
blow ! What a delicious thing is vengeance ! How you 
imprisoned them, slandered them, scourged 'them, robbed 
them, hunted them from city to city, starved them, ruined 
them, ultimately all but demoralised them, when their best 
force was beaten down by age and misery ; and then you: 
shed crocodile tears over those of them whom you had not! 
already done to death. It is a pleasing sight for youif 
deathbed, is it not ? 

4 Look again. 

4 Who is that old man in a frightful Armenian village, 
liable to the depredations o£ Isaurian brigands, driven 
from his see, his body tormented, his name blackened, 
himself killed so slowly that no man might call it 
murder? Ah! I see that you recognise the saintly 
Patriarch of Constantinople. You branded him as an 
impure demon, doomed to an endless hell. How com- 
pletely you and your Egyptian bishops ’ — and here the 
figure laughed again — ‘triumphed over him. Ah! but 
would you not exchange a thousand times your victory 
for his defeat? 

4 There is plenty more to show you of our doings — 
much more than the world knows, for by good luck we 
managed to get the memorial suppressed which the Tall 
Brothers presented to Arcadius about our past doings. 
But do you enjoy even thus much of the picture of your/ 
life? Farewell!’ * 
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The figure and. the pictures seemed to fade away. 
‘Ugh!’ said Theophilus, ‘it was an ugly dream.’ 

But then another dark and veiled figure entered. ‘ The- 
ophilus,’ it said, 4 thy last hour is come I Prepare to meet 
thy God!’ The figure touched him. He fell back upon 
bis pillow. Next morning they found him lying dead, 
with a horrid stare in his wide-open eyes. 
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CHAPTER LXI 


PHILIP AND THE EMPEROR 

Seest thou a man diligent in his business ? he shall stand before kings ; 
he shall not stand before mean men. — Prov. xxii. 29. 

Kallias stayed a fortnight under the hospitable roof of 
Olympias, and during those days he had the pleasure of 
seeing how greatly his honest and genial simplicity 
brightened the thoughts both of his hostess and of his 
friend. The general outline of his own future seemed now 
to be approximately settled. Like Philip, he had acquired 
an incurable disgust for Constantinople, with its turmoils, 
its luxury, its unreal Christianity, its cruel, persecuting, 
and deeply corrupted Church. He would have to learn 
in time that in these respects the West was as bad as the 
East, and that any peace and satisfaction which life can 
bring must depend far more upon ourselves than upon the 
place of our abede or the circumstance of our" position. 
But in the West he found an opening for earning his 
living. His skill as a, reporter was unusual, and the great 
Pope of Rome gladly offered him a liberal salary. 

Philip’s ultimate future seemed also to be assured; for 
as soon as the recrudescence of episcopal trouble at Anti- 
och had been composed he could live in his native city, 
not only in comfort, but in comparative affluence, and he 
looked forward, as to a paradise, to the enjoyment of 
happy years with the maiden of his love. But as his 
union with her was inevitably postponed, he was uncertain 
how to occupy -'the next two years. He would not avail 
himself any longer of the goodness of Olympias. He was 
now able to work, and she had so many faithful secretaries, 
agents, and dependents, that she had no need of such 
services as he could render, gladly as she would- have 
retained them. Under these circumstances Kallias urged 
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P hili p to employ the time at his disposal by travelling in 
the West until he could go to claim his bride ; and he 
promised him a warm welcome if he would visit Rome. 

A message from no less a personage than the Emperor 
Arcadius decided his uncertainties. The Praefect Aure- 
lian had written to Olympias to ask whether Philip had 
recovered his health; and on hearing from her that he 
was now completely restored, Aurelian told the Emperor. 
Arcadius summoned Philip to a private audience. Philip 
was beyond measure astonished by the receipt of this 
mandate, for it was the characteristic of Byzantine im- 
perialism to surround itself with an awful isolation. 
He might well have been terrified by the summons, if the 
kind-hearted Prsefect had not assured him that the visit 
was to be kept entirely private, but that good, and not 
harm, was intended towards him. 

Three days afterwards he made his way to Chalcedon. 
He was conveyed in an imperial galley to the Stairs, was 
driven in a covered chariot to the palace-gate, and saw 
once more, with long and irrepressible shudders, the 
Patriarcheion, and the burnt area where once had towered 
the stately architecture of the Senate-house and of St. 
Sophia. 

Aurelian conducted him into the presence, and the 
Emperor intimated that he wished to t&lk to the young 
man alone. Arcadius had been much softened since the 
loss of his passionate and domineering Empress. _ With 
his habitual indolence, he still permitted the continuance 
of a persecution at once ignoble, cruel, and unjust against 
the innocent Johannites ; but this was mainly because, he 
had become somewhat shy of meddling with ecclesiastical 
dignitaries, and had not the energy to interfere with the 
new Patriarch, Arsacius, and his successor, Atticus. The 
conviction grew ever stronger in his mind that, though he 
was too weak to throw off the tyranny of his bishops and 
their partisans, yet Chrysostom was worth all the rest of 
the corrupted clergy of the capital. In spite of the 
haughty letter of Theophilus and the decrees of the Synod 
of the Oak, Pope Innocent and the bishops of the West had 
declared Chrysostom innocent, had treated the calumnies 
ag ains t him as monstrous perjuries, and had refused to 


PHILIP AND THE EMPEROR 5|0 

renounce communion with him. Even in his exile and 
humiliation he remained an acknowledged leader of the 
Church, and took a larger share than his enemies in her 
holiest efforts. It is true that Arcadius had not only 
rejected the bishops and presbyters whom Innocent sent 
to him to request the recall of the Patriarch — among 
whom was Palladius of Helenopolis — but had even allowed 
them to be treated with a rudeness and cruelty which 
disgraced his rule ; but this was more the work of his 
agents than of himself, and he might have roused himself 
to interfere but for the fierce and indignant jealousy which 
he felt towards his younger brother, Honorius, who, though 
several years his junior, had taken upon himself more 
than once to rebuke Arcadius sharply, and thereby to 
kindle the most intense resentment of which his mind was 
capable. The presumption of Honorius seemed so intoler- 
able to his elder brother that it helped to smother all his 
better feelings under the smouldering fumes of sullen 
wrath. 

But meanwhile things had not gone well with him. He 
was still living in constant dread of the wrath of Heaven 
— a miserable man. The deaths of Eudoxia, Arsacius, 
Cyrinus, and others, had terrified him. Besides the terrible 
hailstorm, another violent earthquake had shaken Constan- 
tinople. Pestilence and famine had appeared in the 
Eastern Empire, and its peace was constantly disturbed by 
the armed menace of Alaric and Stilico — for both of whom 
Arcadius felt an intense aversion — and also by the rumours 
and the actual devastating advance of swarms of barbarians 
under Rhadagais. He thought that by showing well- 
deserved gratitude and kindness to Philip, who was so dear 
a friend of Chrysostom, he might avert impending ruin. 
He looked on this as a tardy and partial reparation ; and he 
wanted to talk to Philip about many things. 

Arcadius often felt very weary of the stereotyped official- 
ism of his Court and the intriguing slyness of his kotoisy- 
ing slaves. He longed to converse with a fellow-man on 
more natural and simple terms. He had seen Philip with 
Chrysostom in former days, and had been struck by his air 
of bright and honest manliness. He began at once by 
thanking him fox the loyal resourcefulness with which he 
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had averted a double peril from the designs of Gainas, and, 
assuring him of future favour, told him of the pension 
which he had set apart to reward his services. 

Philip bowed low, and Arcadius was not slow to catch 
the tone of sincerity which rang through the expression of 
his gratitude. 6 And now,’ he said, 4 lay aside all ceremony, 
for I wish to talk freely to you. Call me simply 44 sir.” 
You know the Patriarch well ? ’ 

4 1 lived under his roof,’ said Philip, 4 as a son for many 
years. Oh, sire!’ he added passionately, 4 would that 
your Imperial mind had never been abused by false tales 
about him. Never was there a more innocent or a holier 
man.’ 

Arcadius was quite unaccustomed to hear himself ad- 
dressed in language of such frank simplicity ; but it was 
a pleasant experience, though he hardly knew what to say 
in reply. After a little pause, he said, 4 You are quite 
right to speak to me without reserve.’ Then he added, 4 1 
fear you have suffered for your faithfulness to him.’ 

4 1 have suffered fearfully, sir,’ said Philip, the tears 
rushing to his eyes ; 4 but it would all be nothing if your 
Sublimity would recall him from his cruel exile.’ 

4 Emperors cannot always do what they will, any more 
than other men,’ said Arcadius, with a sigh. 4 If I had 
/better bishops near me, it might be so. But power is much 
' /more a semblance than a reality. I speak to you unre- 
servedly, and I know that you will respect my confidence. 
But though it is impossible for me to recall the Patriarch 
J ohn, I can at least do something for you , who are his 
friend. Shall you still live here ? ’ 

4 Oh! sir, I could not live here,’ said Philip., ‘Every 
street teems for me with terrible memories. When things 
are a little settled at Antioch, God will suffer me, I trust, 
to return to the city of my birth.’ 

4 Are you married ? ’ 

4 No,’ said Philip, with a blush; 4 but ’ 

4 1 see,’ said Arcadius, with a smile. 4 Is she a lady of 
Constantinople?’ ♦ 

4 She was the daughter, sir, of Michael, of whom your 
•^Majesty has heard, in the Chalkoprateia ; but they are now 
living near the holy Nazareth.’ ■ , 
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4 Then listen, 7 said the Emperor. 4 These are dangerous 
days. The barbarian Rhadagais is marching with hosts of 
Alans and Ostrogoths to ravage; Italy. The Isauxians 
make fierce incursions into Palestine. Amid these troubles 
I want to consult the holy Nilus. I am sending a letter 
to him by the Chamberlain Briso, who will travel with an 
escort. But I want some man of resource to travel with 
him. You shall go, if you will; and then you can go on 
to Nazareth. 7 

Philip eagerly thanked him, and embraced the offer. 

4 1 will not forget you when you return with your bride 
to Antioch ; you shall be under my protection, 7 said Arca- 
dius, kindly. 4 But now tell me about your Patriarch. Is 
he very wretched at Cucusus ? 7 

4 No, sire, 7 said Philip. 4 The place is bleak and frightful 
and dangerous ; but he has found many friends, and is still 
engaged in holy works, and all who are best in the Church 
of Christ still look up to him. 7 

Arcadius sighed again. 4 Oh that I could recall what has 
happened ! 7 he said. 4 But the bishops, and clergy, and all 
society united against him ; and I was helpless. It was 
not my fault. Severian and the others took the guilt on 
their own heads. Does the Patriarch hate me? Does he 
curse me ? Is that why these calamities befall me ? 7 

4 Nay, sire, 7 said Philip, 4 you know him not; so far from 
cursing you, he daily prays for you. There is no word of 
Christ that he quotes more often than 44 Forgive your ene- 
mies ; love them that hate you ; pray for them that despite- 
fully use you and persecute you. 77 

4 1 thank you for those words, 7 said Arcadius ; 4 they are 
a comfort to me. Do you ever write to him ? 7 

4 Yes, sir, 7 said Philip; 4 as often as opportunity occurs. 7 

‘Then tell him — but privately, you understand — that 
the Emperor asks both his pardon and his prayers. Oh 
that Eudoxia could but have been reconciled to him before 
her sad death ! 7 

The eyes of the Emperor filled with tears. 4 1 have 
spoken to you very openly, Philip, 7 ; he cried; 4 but I can 
always recognise one whom I may trust. I have been glad 
to talk with you. I will not forget you. 7 He held, out his 
hand, and Philip, sinking on his knee, kissed it. Arcadius' 

. ' 
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seemed unwilling to part with him. It was very long since 
he had ever held any frank, human intercourse with any- 
one, and he enjoyed it. J 

1 Is it quite impossible to retain you in my service ? ’ he 
asked. 

‘ Oh, sir, it is your right to command, and gladly would 
I do my very utmost to serve you. But may it not be else- 
where, not in this terrible city, and among the clergy who 
have tortured me, my father, and my friends ? ’ 

. ‘ Be i<; so, then ; though I am sorry. Yet, is there noth- 
mg more I can do for you now?’ 

6 Sir, Antioch is thrown into confusion under the new 
bishop whom Severian has thrust upon her. He hates the 
Patriarch John, and would persecute me. One line from 
you to Anthemius, the Patrician, the Prefect of the East, 
would secure my peace and safety/ 

You shall haye it, said the Emperor, and, dipping his 
stylus in the huge golden inkstand on the table, inlaid 
with lapis lazuli, which stood beside his gorgeous chair, he 
?? a . S ^P ve llum, in the delicate calligraphy for 
which his little son also afterwards became famous : 

6 On pain of our displeasure we forbid all to molest our 
servant, Philip. He may communicate with whom he 
will. — Signed, Abcadius/ * 

4 There ! said the Emperor ; 4 and now kiss my hand 
once more. But do not let this be the last time I see you/ 

The autograph was in the famous purple ink which none 
but emperors might use on pain of death. 

Philip poured forth his thanks, bent his knee, kissed 
once more the sallow hand of the Emperor, and retired. 
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CHAPTER LXII 


PHILIP VISITS ST. NILUS 

Let Sinai tell, for she beheld His might, 

And God’s own darkness veiled lier awful height. - 


- Hebek. 


Beiso and the. escort were to start with the letter to St. 
Nilus in ten days. Philip wrote to Chrysostom, cheered 
his heart with the confidential account of his interview 
with the Emperor, and said that he would write as often 
as was possible. Then he bade an affectionate and deeply 
grateful farewell to Olympias. ‘ To you, lady,’ he said, ‘ I 
owe my very life. Never shall I kneel to God in prayer 
without remembering your name. May He lighten your 
burden of sorrow, and brighten the clouds around your 
heart with His eternal rainbow ! ’ . 

‘Farewell, Philip,’ said Olympias; ‘our Patriarch has 
taught me not to find a? fatal stumbling-block in my adver- 
sities ; and my parting present to you shall be his treatise 
to me on the truth — which may well be a guide to you 
throughout your life —that ‘‘ No one is in jured savg.-2I 

himself.’ ” , , 

-^TKitlp’s keen interest in seeing the world, and the near 
prospect of meeting Miriam once more, made the voyage 
full of delight to him. Briso was a kind, pleasant com- 
panion. Sailing down the Propontis, and past the blue 
Svmplegades, and then along the coast of the Troad and 
Lesbos, they touched first at the port of Ephesus, and saw 
the scene of the labours of St. Paul. Then they sailed 
among the isles of Greece, and across the Mediterranean 
to Alexandria. It was well for them that they were bear- 
ers of letters from the Emperor, and had an escort, for this 
secured them from the deadly machinations of Theophilus. 
After catching a rapid glimpse of the marvels of Egypt, 
they crossed the desert, and Philip gazed up with tnde- 
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scribable awe on the bare crags of Sinai from under its 
purple shadows. The cell which Nilus had built for him- 
self was on the little plateau in which is the cleft in the 
rock where tradition says that Elijah hid himself when he 
heard the voice of the Lord. It is a hollow enclosed by 
granite cliffs, and with one tall cypress in the centre, point- 
ing, as it were, heavenwards with funereal finger. 

The story of Nilus singularly illustrates the strange 
vicissitudes and intense religious emotions of ,the fourth 
century. He was a man of tall stature, stately presence, 
and masculine beauty, who had entered into the career of 
official life, had won great successes at Constantinople^ 
and had even reached the lofty position of Prsefect of the 
East. He had married, and was the father of two sons, 
and there seemed no doubt that he would die a statesman, 
wealthy, full of .years, and crowned with civic honours. 
Suddenly, however, the convictions of religious life took 
hold of him, and in the overpowering contemplation of 
the three last things — death, judgment, and eternity — all 
that the world could offer seemed to slip into dust and 
ashes. In 390, without a word of public warning, he. 
renounced the world, and, taking with him his son The- 
? odulus, retired to the desert of Mount Sinai. Like the 
great Arsenius, the tutor of Arcadius and Honorius, who 
followed his example four years later, h$ had up to that 
time lived amid the splendour of a luxurious Court, at- 
tended by 6 slaves in silken garments with golden girths.’ 
Now he abandoned wealth and place, and retired to Mount 
Sinai, there to acquire a new and far more extraordinary 
power as the fearless oracle of the Christian world. But 
he had not escaped from severe trials. He found that 
even on Mount Sinai he had to wrestle with the demons 
. of temptation no less than in the world. Barbarous 1 
marauders invaded the desert, and carried off many of 
the hermits, and among them Nilus and his son. They 
dismissed Nilus, but reserved the young Theodulus to 
sacrifice him to the Morning Star. But after the carouse 
pf the night the barbarians overslept themselves, and the 
propitious hour of morning twilight was lost. To save 
themselves trouble they sold Theodulus into slavery, and 
in time he fell into the hands *of a bishop, with whom Nilus 
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found him. Struck with admiration for their, goodness, 
the bishop compelled them both to accept ordination. \ 

Briso and Philip, with the escort, climbed the steep 
ascent of Sinai, and Philip had often to lend his arm 
laughingly to the panting eunuch, who, accustomed to 
the luxurious ease of the palace, grumbled at the unwonted 
hardships to which he was exposed. When they reached 
the plateau where the cell of Nilus stood, beside a single 
almond-tree of which the pink blossoms were shining in 
the dawn of spring, the far-famed hermit and his son came 
out, and gave them a courteous welcome. Briso presented 
the Emperor’s letter, and Nilus said that he would write 
and seal his answer that evening. During the day he 
. talked long and earnestly with Philip about Chrysostom, 
for whom he had the highest admiration, which the danger- 
ous vicinity of Theophilus did not prevent him from ex- 
pressing. ‘Surely,’ he said, ‘if, by giving up the world, 
a hermit has not learnt fearlessness in the cause of God, 
he, has gained nothing.’ He did not hesitate to express 
extreme disapproval of the conduct of Areadius. ‘And 
why does he send to me ? ’ he asked indignantly. ‘ Arse- 
nius is near us, in the Sketic desert. That truly great 
and holy man was his tutor and godfather, and is far 
ymrthi^r than I to advise and to pray for him.’ 

‘ His Eternity the Emperor ’ said Briso. 

‘ Tush ! you jjre not in the Palace, but in the cell of 
Nilus, on Mount Sinai.’ 

‘Well, his Clemency Areadius never liked the great 
Arsenius.’ 

‘ Because he did his duty to him, and chastised him,’ 
said Nilus, ‘which Areadius was too little-minded to 
forgive.’ 

Briso shuddered, and raised up a deprecating hand. 
Was it not high treason to listen to such remarks ? 

‘ But what could one expect of a training in which mere, 
children like Areadius and Honorius sat , while their tutor 
stood ? ’ 

‘ But,’ said Briso, ‘ his Eternity Theodosius ’ 

‘His Eternity is dead,’ said Nilus, smiling. 

‘ Pardon me,’ said Briso ; c it is only a phrase which I 
repeat from habit. Theodosius came in, and seeing his 
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boys seated while their tutor stood, was so angry that he 
mSts™ ntlj depriyed them both of their imperial orna- 
‘ Well dope! ’ said the hermit. 

PhiKp y ° U think 1 might see tbe §' reat Arsenius ? ’ asked 

‘I would willingly introduce you to him,’ said Nilus 
kindiy; but his temper is stern, his love of silence and 
solitude is a passion. He says, “I am often sorry for 
having spoken, never for having held my tongue.” He 
would scarcely even allow the Patriarch Theophilus to 
visit him, and did not so much as offer him a seat. If the 
mood was on him, he might drive you away with stones 

nwS,rf °f nCe t CU i d ^ an0tll r V \ Sltor ; or tr eat you as John the 
Dwarf treated him, who, though he knew how great Arse- 

mus had been, merely flung him a biscuit, and let him eat 
it onhis knees. Ho, you had better not visit him.’ 

iney left the next morning, and Nilus gave to Briso his 

^ Briso contents of 

uie missive he would have trembled to give it to Arcadius 
For Nilus wrote bitter reproaches against the Emperor for 
having exiled Chrysostom. ‘ When I heard of his banish- 
ment, said Nilus, ‘I was lightning-struck with the fire of 

L Lnpet tf GoP * he la ” P ° f ‘™ th and 
If the earthquakes at Constantinople had continued 
Areadius would doubtless have been more deeply im- 
pressed by the rebukes of St. Nilus : but as they had c^asJd 
to shake the foundations of the Palace, he relapsed into 

course™ 1 maSterly inactivit D an <* let matters take their 
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CHAPTER LXIII 

PHILIP AND ST. JEROME 

Augustior urbe Romana — Bethleem. — Jer. Eq. liv. 13. 

At this point Briso and Philip parted, for the Chamber- 
lain was eager to return to the ease of the capital, and 
Philip no less eager to make his way to Nazareth. The- 
odulus, who was about his own age, kindly undertook to 
be his guide as far as Gaza, and on the way he caught a 
glimpse of not a few monasteries, and saw something of 
the lives of hermits. If Nilus and Theodulus had won his 
admiration, he was entirely disenchanted by the narrowness, 
dirt, ignorance, and ferocious bigotry which were rampant 
among some of those who, in virtue of a self-denial which 
cost them far less than holiness would have done, passed 
for exalted saints. 

At Gaza he was welcomed by the dear old Bishop 
Porphyrius, with# whose simple and unsophisticated piety 
he was greatly charmed. Porphyrius sped him on his way 
rejoicing to Jerusalem, where he received the genial hos- 
pitality of the excellent Bishop John. His visit was ren- 
dered more delightful by the admiration which J ohn both 
felt and expressed for his beloved father and master, 
Chrysostom. The Bishop, entering into the youth’s 
enthusiasm, went with him to many of the sacred places 
round the city. The Holy Land became to Philip a fifth 
Gospel. He had seen for many years an utter perversion*, 
of the true Christian ideal, a staining of the crystal river! 
of the Water of Life by turbid influxes of Pagan super- 
stition and half-Pagan, half-Jewish ritual. He had been 
alienated by a combination of excited babble about in- 
comprehensible formulae, with a savage intolerance which 
looked with more fury on a barely intelligible diver- 
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gence of opinion than on the most flagrant violation of the 
moral law. He had seen the whiteness of leprosy hypo- 
critically parading itself as the whiteness of innocence. 
He had seen priests and bishops combining the attitifde of 
professional sanctity with the abjectness of intriguing 
hatred, and posing as saints while they acted like ruffians. 
He had seen the most ostentatious Pharisaism devoid of 
the elementary Christian graces, and had heard men prate 
of an ideal which, in their practice , was indistinguishable 
from the most reprobate worldliness. Nothing could have 
repressed the disgust which often crept over him had it 
not been for the influence of Chrysostom, the happy inno- 
cence of his friends David and Eutyches, the gentle self- 
sacrifice of Olympias and Nicarete, and the large-hearted 
simplicity of Michael, the Desposynos. ‘ If this be Christian- 
ity,’ he had often said to himself amid the seething ecclesi- 
astical vileness of Constantinople — 1 if this be Christianity, 
it is a failure ; and if this be the Church, then the gates of 
hell have largely prevailed against it.’ 

While his mind was thus troubled the storm of ruin had 
burst upon him, and, if his faith had been but a house 

« upon the sand, it would have been swept into indis- 
ishable collapse. But God had spoken to him in his 
ish, and a star had shone down upon him out' of the 
ight. He had learnt to see that the tr un Churc h 

n©r~mTS l ^ceT : ctoTal 
but t hat it was t he congregation oPalTfrue Christian 
througEouTth^ TJSrisIb, 

jojLal^ 

Palestine, it seemed to him as IFTie could better 
apprehend the eternal teachings of the very Christ, and 
that he could see what the Gospel was without having 
to catch mere glimpses of it through the lurid mists of 
priestly usurpation, worldly corruption, and clanging con- 
4/roversies. ’ The few days he spent at Jerusalem were to 
Thim days of memorable happiness, as he gazed on the city 
/Ifrom the spot where Christ had wept over it on the Mount 
lof Olives; as he wandered to the ruins of the house of 
The two sisters, and saw the grave of Lazarus at Bethany ; 

. as he stood awestruck on the traditional site of Golgotha ; 
r as he knelt to worship in the Church of the Holy 
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Sepulchre', and trod on the platform-site of that ruined 
temple where Jesus had scf often taught. He would 
wander for hours by himself down the valleys of Hinnom 
and of Jehoshaphat, and round the hills which stand about 
Jerusalem. He mused for many solemn moments under 
the ragged and wind-swept tree on Aceldama, the scene 
of the suicide of Judas; and one night, never to be for- 
gotten— it was the eve of Holy Thursday — he went 
through the Golden Gate, wandered under the huge 
gnarled olives in the Wady of the Kedron, and stood 
under the flood of moonlight, alone, beneath the qlive-tree 
of the Agony in the Garden of Gethsemane, amid 

Solitary thinkings such as dodge 
Conception to the very "bourne of heaven, 

Then leave the naked "brain. 

To move alone with his thoughts amid such scenes was 
to leave the stained river, and to bathe himself afresh in 
the fountains of the dawn. He was, naturally, anxious to 
visit the cavern of the Nativity, and the Bishop gave him 
a letter to St. Jerome, whose name was famous through- 
out the world. Philip shrank from meeting him, for he 
knew that Jerome had translated into Latin the shameful 
letter of Theophilus, and had thus given it vogue through- 
out the Western Empire. But he overcame this repug- 
nance, and compelled himself to forgive an outrage which 
could, he felt, have been due to ignorance alone. 

The old scholar, who always had a kindly feeling for 
the young, received him graciously — and he could be 
very gracious when he chose. Philip would have liked to 
ask him some questions about the saintly Origen, and his 
larger hopes for the future of ruined man ; but he was 
aware how easily the jealous suspicion of Jerome took the 
alarm, and how he was terrified out of himself by the , 
faintest supposition that he could entertain any sympathy^ 
for a man whom the current religious ignorance denounced 
as heretical. But when he talked of the birth of Christ, 
and asked Jerome to lead him into the Chapel of the 
Nativity, the old man’s eye grew bright. 6 Ah! ’ he said, 
‘let me go with you. Never can I be weary of that most 
sacred spot. This Cavern was the magnet which drew me* 

2m % '* • 

- 




530 


GATHERING CLOUDS 


hither from Rome. It makes Bethlehem the most august 
spot in the world, because ’ there, as the Psalmist sings, 
Veritas orta est Here I become little with the Little 
One. Here I offer to Him my sins for His forgiveness.’ 

He took Philip by the hand, and led him from the 
cavern in which he lived, and in which he had made the 
great Latin version of the Bible, into the adjoining cavern, 
once the stable of the village inn at Bethlehem where 
was born 

The Child 

Whose tender, winning arts, 

Have to His little arms beguiled 
So many wounded hearts. 

With indescribable emotion the youth and the old man 
knelt down by the little silver star round which ran the 
inscription, Hie de Virgine Maria Christus natus est . 

Philip left Bethlehem with a courteous and respectful 
farewell to' the world-famous eremite. Jerome had pre- 
pared for him a little collation, at whicRHSe had the 
honour of seeing the saintly Roman ladies, Paula and 
; Eustochium. They had left their gilded palaces on the 
T Aventine to accompany the great man, who, when he was 
; secretary to Pope Damasus, had initiated them, and so 
many of the noblest ladies of Ronm, into the mysteries of 
I Hebrew and the principles of Scriptural interpretation, 

\ and whom in those days everyone had expected to be 
elected to the Bishopric of Rome whenever it should fall 
vacant. But Jerome had incurred the fate of all those 
who are intolerant of vice and imposture, and, exactly as 
Chrysostom had done, he had made a deadly enemy of 
every dandy monk and vicious priest — and there were 
not a few of both classes — in the great city. In spite of 
the moral blamelessness of his life, he found himself 
j enwrapped in such a sulphurous storm of slander that 
pie had left the capital of Christendom denouncing her as 
| Babylon, and a ‘ purple-clad harlot,’ and, almost with a 
murse, shaking her dust from off his feet. 

4 You must be very happy here, Father?’ said Philip, 
‘away from the storm and stress of Rome.’ 

| ‘Happy!’ answered Jerome. ‘ Who is haupw ? Yes, 
|I am happy in the sense that, with many imperfections, I 
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forSven tor Christ’s sffi, «d jj »« * *Jggt 

I B ffiSE - "for ?CtS» 

the song of birds m spang. 

-Ssa3*S 

young man, ltjoH seeK xor w , . ver unmask an| 

cSffHffig the hedge-hrttoms, o lie }ow. u J 

imposture. neTgt.-Tftl?.. . . , distasteful truth ; join the! 

p^Krcasse, never propaundadxstastem ^ch ^ 

mmfitude, swim with J and all!) 

cotdi'ng to ter idols. ^ en J j you take orders*!/ 
m®n will Antiocki 

you may even become ratnarcn 01 r f 

4 And then— — -? ? said. Philip* >~i j Vial 

‘I see,’ said Jerome, ‘I need ^“wd!! and take 
taugbt you to estimate things aright, i areweii 

with yoti an old man’s blessing. 
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CHAPTER LXIV 
PHILIP AND THE DESPOSYNI 
Those holy fields, 

Over whose acres walk’d those blessed feet 

Which . . . were nail’d 

Eor our advantage on the bitter cross. 

Shakespkake, Henry IV . , Part I., I. 1, 

Thus far the journey of Philip had been a very happy 
one ; and it became even happier. God, who had caused 
all His waves and storms to roll over the young man’s 
head, was now leading him through sunshine in ‘ green 
pastures and beside still waters.’ 

Leaving the kindly hospitality of the Bishop of Jeru- 
salem, he rode northwards, stopping with an interest which 
can be imagined at Bethel and Shiloh, and resting for 
an hour by Jacob’s well to read from his manuscript of St. 
John’s Gospel the discourse of Christ *o the woman of 
Samaria. Thence he made his way to En Gannin, the tur- 
bulent Samaritan village on which the Sons of Thunder 
had desired to call down fire from heaven ; and so into the 
great plain of Jezreel. At Jezreel he rested for a night, 
wandering all the evening over the hills of Gilboa, and 
visi tin g the fountains which were the traditional scene of 
Gibeon’s .test of his followers, and of David’s encounter 
with the giant. Thence, with Tabor in sight, and snowy 
Hermon, he crossed one of the streams of that ancient 
river, the river Kishon, and approached the hills of Galilee. 
Here, at the entrance of the narrow ascent in the lime- 
stone rocks which leads to Nazareth, he had the immense 
delight of' seeing his friend David, who had come to meet 
him with mules and refreshments. They spread a carpet 
on the abundant green grass among the vernal flowers 
under the pomegranates, and in their happy talk, which 
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blossomed -with a thousand memories, David noticed with 
delight that though a shadow sometimes seemed to brood 
over the horizon of his friend’s mind, he was again the 
bright and genial Philip of former days. In answer to 
eager questions, he told Philip that they could reach 
Lubiyeh, which was the ancient home of the Desposyni, 
in two days, and that there he would find Miriam well and 
happy, and looking forward to his visit with an anticipa- 
tion which was too intense for her expression. 

The sweet, green valley, with its palms and white houses 
opened beneath them as they rode up the mountain-path;, 
and here and there — for it happened to be a day of festival 
— they met little laughing groups of the bright children 
of Nazareth in their many-coloured tunics and kaftans. 
Then they passed the fountain by the side of which the 
maidens of Nazareth, so famed for the heritage of beauty 
with which the Virgin is said to have endowed them, were 
already assembled, carrying their earthen pitchers grace- 
fully on their heads or on their shoulders. One of these, 
the loveliest of the band, glanced up shyly at David with 
laughter in her eyes. The radiant smile with which he 
met her glance seemed to transfigure his whole face. 
Philip looked inquiringly at him. 4 We will follow that 
maiden at a little distance,’ said David, demurely ; 4 we are 
to rest at her father’s house to-night.’ 

4 Is that all, ©avid ? ’ said Philip. 4 Why did you not 
tell me before ? It would have added so much to my 
happiness.’ 

4 You have guessed my secret,’ said David, blushing 
like a boy. 4 Yes, Philip, I am engaged to Ruth, daughter 
of Andrew of Nazareth. He is a merchant. As we are 
to be his guests, you will see my betrothed, who is more 
beautiful even than your Miriam.’ 

4 That I deny,’ said Philip. 

: 6 And as good.’ 

4 That is impossible. But I congratulate you, David, 
with all my heart.’ 

They found a delightful meal outspread for them in 
the cool court, beside a plashing fountain, and Philip was 
delighted at the tameness of the white doves, which would 
nestle on their shoulders, waiting to be fed. Everything 


584 


GATHERING CLOUDS 


about the house was beautiful, yet simple, and when 
David went out with him to see Nazareth, Philip Vas 
gracious enough to acknowledge that, though the young 
Ruth could not, indeed, be compared with Miriam she 
was full of grace ; and he grasped his friend’s hand with 
hearty congratulation. 

They went to the shop where He had toiled whom men 
called ‘the carpenter of Nazareth.’ They saw the scenes 
of that sinless childhood which had grown up ‘in wis- 
dom, and stature, and favour, with God and man.’ David 
showed the green mound where, as legend said, the boys 
of Nazareth had chosen the boy Jesus for their King 
and crowned Him with a wreath of flowers, and made 
every passer-by come and kneel to Him with homage 
Then they climbed the hill of Nazareth, where He must 
have stood §o often with the wind in His bright hair and 
on His cheek, as He gazed towards the blue Mediter- 
ranean, beyond the purple heights of Carmel, or north- 
wards . to snowy Hermon, or to the plain below the hills 
on which His village stood, which has ever been the battle- 
field of Palestine. 

Enchanted with all that he had seen, Philip was still 
eager to press on, and early the next morning, when they 
had breakfasted in the open courtyard, under its sheltering 
vine, the mules stood ready for them, and they made their 
way past Cana of Galilee — where were still shown the six 
water-pots of stone— to Lubiyeh. On its low hills stood 
the humble farm and hamlet which for four centuries had 
been handed on from father to son in the family of Jude 
the Lord’s brother. Michael stood at the door to meet 
them, and half-hidden behind him stood Miriam. It 
would require greater skill than mine to describe' the 
rapture with which the long-parted lovers met; but as 
they were_ betrothed, and betrothal was little less sacred 
than marriage, Philip was allowed to raise the girl’s veil 
kiss her cheek, and fold her in his arms in one long’ 
embrace. Then he gently pushed her back to gaze on her 
face, to which the dawn of womanhood had added a more 
perfect loveliness. Not less earnest was her gaze on him 
beas of bitter anguish had flowed between them, and 
0 though the laughter of youth still lingered on the lips and 
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in the eyes of Philip, an indefinable shadow, as of death, 
had passed oyer them ; and it saddened her. 

4 Am I so changed, Miriam ? * he asked, reading every 
thought which expressed itself on her guileless features ; 
and as she was silent for a moment, he cried, 4 Oh, Miriam ! 
am I not the Philip whom you knew in those happy days ? 
Have illness and grief and torture made me different from 
him whom once you loved?’ * 

Her only answer was to hide her face on his shoulder. 

4 You are changed, my Philip,’ she murmured; 4 but the 
change has left you no less beautiful, no less dear. An- 
guish has passed over that happy face, but has not left it 
less full of love. Perhaps, Philip,’ she added, looking up 
— 4 perhaps, if God grant it, I may help to bring the old 
sunlight into it again in years to come.’ 

He could not speak. He could only fold her to his 
heart. 

The rigid etiquette of Eastern life was a little relaxed J 
in the simple home at Lubiyeh. The Gospel had elevated \ 
women. Prom being the slaves an3~p^^ f 

lErusTmtb dull and unintellectual seclusion, they had been ^ 
uplifted into equals and helpmeets. They could move 1 
about far more freely than of old ; and Miriam had never 
been zt mere silent, soulless, muffled shadow in her father’s 
house, but the light of her home, and the constant sharer 
in her father’s and her brother’s thoughts. Hence, in these ' 
days she had many opportunities to talk long and earnestly 
with Philip over the future and the past, and they found 
more and more that, not only were their hearts knit 
together in the bonds of perfect love, but also that they 
thought alike on many subjects of the deepest import. 
For the thoughts of Miriam about the most sacred and 
solemn things wfere of that large and simple character 
which, since the days of Christ, had remained unaltered in 
the family of His earthly kin. 

Those were delightful days ! David showed Philip how 
their shepherds knew the sheep, and called them by name, 
and walked in front of them, followed by the flocks, and 
sought the lost lambs among the hills. It was spring-time. 
The branches of the palms were green; the vines gave 
a sweet smell; the voice of the turtle was heard in the # 
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land. Seated with Miriam and David by some fountain- 
side, and often outstretched on the soft green turf, Philip 
was never tired of watching the eagles soaring overhead in 
the deep blue, and the white pelicans winging their way to 
the lake beneath, and the playful, crested hoopoes, and the 
bright flash of the roller-bird, which looked like a living 
sapphire. He would plucky the lilies-of-the-field, the scar- 
let tulips, the purple arum, the golden amaryllis, and bid 
Miriam weave a garland from them for her dark hair. He 
would 'watch the doves settle upon some dusty heap of the 
village potsherds, and then ‘reflect the sunshine from 
every varying plume ’ as they soared upwards ; and he 
thought of his own present happiness, and of the verse, 

4 Though ye have lien among the pots, yet shall ye be as 
the wings of a dove, which is covered with silver wings 
and her feathers like gold.’ 

4 But are you not afraid of the Isaurians ? ’ he once 
asked suddenly, as though it was impossible that such 
peaceful happiness should continue on this earth. 

‘Not to any terrible extent,’ said David. ‘They have 
made one great raid, but their object is not to devastate 
hamlets. They have a notion that vast treasures are hid- 
den in Jerusalem, and specially in the tombs of the kings ; 
so they sweep downwards like a torrent, and though they 
do mischief and cause anxiety, we hwe not suffered much 
from them. Lubiyeh lies out of their main routes, of 
which one leads to Tyre and down the coast, and the other 
the way of Genesareth, by Galilee of the Gentiles.’ 

‘But we have been attacked by chance bands of the 
marauders,’ said Miriam. 

‘ Don’t look so alarmed, Philip,’ said David, laughing. 
‘We have scouts as far away as Lebanon, and whenever 
the Isaurians are on the march fires flash from the top of 
Hermon, and from hill to hill, in a moment, so that we 
have the amplest notice of danger.’ 

‘Besides which we have a secret way of escape,’ said 
Miriam ; ‘ show it him, David, for he looks as frightened 
as if he saw the Isaurians now.’ 

‘ What !. show our secret to this worst of Isaurian marau- 
ders, who is going to take you from us, Miriam ? ’ 

* 4 Yes, do,’ said Philip, ‘and then you will not be tempted 
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to hide Miriam when I come with an army to demand her, 
as I shall do if you don’t take care* You forget,’ he said, 
laughing, 4 that his Eternity of Constantinople is now my 
warm friend, and I am his ambassador ; so look out ! ’ 

4 We can’t escape this terrible personage and tremendous 
courtier, Miriam,’ said David. 4 Come along, then.’ 

He led him a little way down the hill on which they 
were sitting, and showed him more than one unsus- 
pected cavern of large dimensions, of which the entrances 
were so much hidden by tangled masses of creepers and 
foliage as to be only observable when you came close ta 
them. 

4 These are our fortresses,’ he said. 4 Into one of these 
caverns we drive some of our choicest cattle. It winds 
under the hill, and has an opening out of sight on the 
farther side. We leave out some of our sheep, and some 
of our corn and wine and oil, for the brigands to seize if 
they like. Then we carry all that we possess which is of 
any real value into other caverns more hidden than this, 
in which also our women and children are sheltered under 
an armed guard. They could defend its entrance against 
hundreds of ihen, and it also has a secret exit if the worst 
came to the worst. But the robbers have never found 
their w^y to the cavern, and have been content merely to 
take toll' as they passed? — like you, you worse Isaurian ! ’ 

4 And who is gbing to act the Isaurian in a certain home 
of Nazareth? 5 said Philip. 

4 Oh! that is quite different. Nazareth is near. For 
instance, Andrew and his household are coming to visit 
us to-day, for Ruth is a dear friend of Miriam’s. But you 
are going to take off your booty to the ends of the earth.’ 

4 Only to Antioch,’ said Philip. 4 If you are very good, 
you shall come and visit us there.’ 

Michael was rich, and pitying from his heart the heavy 
trials which his young future son-in-law had suffered, he 
did his utmost to make him happy. He planned a delight- 
ful excursion of a week to the Sea of Galilee, with mules 
and tents and attendants, in which not only Miriam was 
to accompany them, but also the merchant Andrew and 
his daughter. 

They stopped first at Kurn Hattin, the Mountain of # 


GATHERING CLOUDS 


Beatitudes, and on its summit read aloud the sermon on 
the Mount. Then they made their way past the little 
hamlet of Hattin, where Christ had healed the leper; 
down the Yale of Doves, with the aromatic herbs scenting 
the air beneath their feet ; under the caverns of the robbers 
whom Herod had driven out. Then they passed the vil- 
lage of Magdala, of which the ruins and the mud huts 
were covered with masses of purple convolvulus ; and so 
down to the shining level of the silver inland sea. It was 
an intense joy to Philip to wander over the rich and sunny 
plains of Genesareth, to ride under the pink bowers of 
flowering oleander, which reminded him of the banks of the 
Orontes ; to watch the black-and-white kingfishers seated 
patiently on the plumed reeds, and every now and then 
darting down on a fish which passed through the crystal 
waves with a gleam of silver or of gold. He and David 
bathed on the lovely strip of silver sand beside Bethsaida, 
where the fishermen Peter and Andrew and the sons of 
Zebedee had so often mended their nets. They listened 
to the twittering of the numberless little brown birds 
in the watercourses, of which, as Philip recalled, not one 
falleth to the ground unmarked of God. They visited 
the ruined marble synagogue, with the pot of manna 
carved over its lintel, in which Christ had preached at 
Capernaum. They stood astonished amid the maze of 
confused debris which were once the 4 Chcfrazin ? on which 
Christ had pronounced His ‘woe. ? They took boats, and 
rowed and sailed across to the Wady Kerza, the scene of 
the healing of the Gergesene demoniac, and to the grassy, 
flowery little plain at the north of the Lake where Christ 
had fed the five thousand; and they climbed the hill to 
the summit of which He had fled to nnd calm and solitude 
for prayer. 

As he moved among these scenes an indescribable peace 
and brightness flowed over the soul of Philip. Pie seemed 
to recover the simplicity and sincerity which were in Christ 
Jesus, the exultation and unrippled surface of that pure, 
sweet faith which was the heritage of the early Christians. 
The corrupted Christianity of Constantinople, with its 
sanctimonious hypocrisies and deeply seated worldliness, 
^seemed to slip off from him, like some cope whose heavy 
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golden broideries were stiff with pomp, but stained through 
and through with defacing stains. He saw the Church of 
Christ in her white robe and bridal flower, clad in her 
maiden purity, with the words of simple faith and simple 
hope upon her lips, and Christ’s banner over her of love. 
He found it infinitely less difficult to realise the true teach- 
ing of Christ on the shores of Galilee than in the churches 
of Severian and Arsacius. 

To. Philip these scenes and memories had been as a 
fountain in the wilderness, but now they were coming to 
an end. He shrank from another year of separation from 
Miriam amid the trials and tumults of the world. They 
were all sitting together outside their tents one lovely 
evening, while before them the Lake gleamed in the sun- 
set: 

Clear silver water in a cup of gold 
Under the sunlit steeps of Gadara. 

It gleamed— His lake— the Sea of Chinnereth — 

The waves He loved, the waves that kissed His feet 
So many blessed days. Oh, happy waves ! 

0 little silver, happy sea, far-famed, 

Under the sunlit steeps of Gadara I 

He was holding Miriam’s hand, and David was sitting 
on the grass at the feet of Ruth. With a sudden burst of 
feeling;he turned to Michael and said, 4 Oh, sir ! Oh, father ! 
why should you postpone our marriage for another year ? 
Life is short and uncertain; the times are troubled. If 
I am to go wandering about for twelve long months, 
who can tell what may happen? The cup of innocent 
happiness has been at our lips ; why should we put it 
down?’ 

Michael mused a little. ‘Philip,’ he said at last, .‘it 
may be that it would be an error to postpone your union 
with Miriam, and David’s with Ruth. But ought you not 
at least to visit Antioch first, and to see that you really 
have a home ready for your wedded life, which, in God’s 
will, may last for years to come ? ’ 

4 1 will fly to Antioch on wings, and make all things 
ready.’ 

4 Will not Bishop Porphyry have something to say to 
you? Will Antioch be horrible Constantinople *over 
again ? * * 
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Philip smiled. Loyally respecting the Emperor’s con- 
fidence, he had only told them in general terms of his visit 
to Arcadius, and of the pension bestowed upon him. Now 
he mysteriously opened a little embroidered bag which 
hung round his neck, and which Miriam had given him. 
It contained the carcanet of coins which was so precious 
a relic, and the pledge of their betrothal, and a strip of 
folded vellum. Unspreading this on the palm of his hand, 
he displayed before their astonished eyes the protective 
autograph which Arcadius had given him. 

‘Why, Philip,’ said David, ‘we shall yet see you Count 
of the East ! Who ever heard of such condescension on 
the part of “his Eternity” as to give his edict in auto- 
graph to ? ’ 

4 To a mere clerk, you meant to say, David,’ said Philip 
with a hearty laugh. 4 But though the poor clerk is now 
comparatively a rich man, he won’t quite be Count of the 
East. Yet, though he is not the rose, he is near it ; for 
Anthemius, the new Count of the East, loves our father, 
John, and will be kind to Miriam and me for his sake. 

4 Philip,’ said Michael, 4 it shall be as you say. You 
know that though we live here so simply, I still have some 
interest in commerce ’ 

‘Nearly all his gains are given to the poor,’ whispered 
David. • 

4 — and one of my vessels will sail in & day or two for 
Asia. It can stop at Seleucia, and you can land there for 
Antioch. If you find your home in readiness, come back 
at once. You shall be wedded to Miriam, and David to 
Ruth, on the same day, God willing, in the Church at 
Nazareth.’ 
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CHAPTER LXV 

TWO HAPPY BRIDALS 

The vested priest before the altar stands ; 

Approach, come gladly, ye prepared, in sight 
Of God and chosen friends your troth to plight 
With the symbolic ring, and willing hands 
Solemnly joined. — Wordsworth. 

Philip was not slow to cany out the suggestions of the 
Desposynos. The ship bore him to Seleucia with soft and 
favouring gales. Again, as in his boyhood, he saw Mount 
Casius, crowned by the now ruinous Temple of Zeus, 
flinging its huge dark purple shadow over the iEgean. 
Again he passed the enchanting grove of Daphne, with its 
wilderness of roses, its shrine of St. Babylas, and its scathed 
Temple of the Sun-God. Again he saw the Orontes glim- 
mering under its blossoming groves. Again he traversed 
the road over which he had followed the chariot which 
bore Chrysostom away; he passed through the Golden 
Gate ; gazed up at the huge Charonium ; saw the lovely 
statue of ‘the Fortune of the City’; shuddered as he rode 
by the Prsetorium and the Court of Justice, which had 
witnessed his boyish agony ; looked up at the stately build- 
ing with which Rufinus had bribed into silence the mur- 
murs of Antioch at the brutal murder of Count Lucian ; 
saw the wild gorge of the Parthenius, up which he had 
gone in the early morning with Anthusa to the cave of 
Macedonius; and, thrilling through and through with 
commingling memories of shadow and sunshine, entered 
Singon Street, and stood before the old familiar door from 
which he had stepped forth less than eight years ago. 

Less than eight years ! Yet what unfathomable seas 
seemed to separate him from the light-hearted boy whonr 
Chrysostom and Anthusa had snatched from misery and 
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death to share their home with him, and to treat him as 
a much-loved son. 

Old Phlegon opened the door at his summons, started 
to see him, trembled, and then, in the sudden rush of emo- 
tion, fell back and almost fainted. 

‘ Master Philip ! ’ he murmured. 

‘ Ah ! Phlegon, 5 said Philip, gaily. ‘ Cheer up, dear old 
friend. To you, I see, I am still the little boy. But, 
Phlegon, please God ! I am coming here to live with you 
all always, and to bring back with me a blooming bride.’ 

‘ Miriam ? ’ said the old man, with a faint smile. 

‘Yes, Miriam, about whom our Eutyches used so often 
to chaff me.’ 

‘ Tell me about my dear, dear master, the Patriarch.’ 

‘ He is, as you know, at Cucusus, in Armenia ; but he 
is very active in God’s cause, and, in spite of exile, and 
trouble, and cold, and sickness, many are kind to him, and 
he is_, h anp .V-bec ause he trusts in God.’ 

^"(5h, master fElipT r ^aI(r™tEe OT oT3*' slave, ‘ why do you 
not go to him ? I would myself go in a moment, but I 
am old, and, even if I survived the journey, I should be 
useless to him.’ 

‘ Do you think I would not have shared his exile had 
it been possible ? ’ said Philip, reproachfully. ‘ But for 
many weeks and months after his banishment I lay in 
helpless sickness, from which, but for Olympias, I could 
never have recovered ; and when I got better he would 
not allow me join him at Cucusus. I implored him to let 
me come : but he said — and I know that he said truly — 
that the thought of making me unhappy — though I should 
not have been unhappy with him — would weigh him down, 
and add to the soreness of his trial. I could not join him 
contrary to his express command and wish. You know 
all that happened at Constantinople?’ 

‘I heard that they had tortured you, master Philip. 
Oh ! how often I have wept for you, and for my master. 
Weeping and prayer — that has been my life for many 
a long day ! And — that dear young boy, Eutyches — 
will he come with you ? ’ 

, ‘Don’t you know, Phlegon? Alas! alas! how happy 
-would he have been to be here with me to-day ! and what 
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lovely sunshine his presence would have made ! Phlegon, 
that fair face will never he seen on earth again . 5 

‘ Did they kill him ? 5 

‘Do not ask me now, Phlegon. I cannot bear it. 
But I know — I know that his beautiful spirit is now in 
bliss . 5 

All was in exquisite order in the old home. Until 
Porphyry had been intruded into the see Constantius, 
the chosen candidate of all the people, aided by his good 
sister Epiphania, had managed the property both of 
Chrysostom and of Philip. When Porphyry had driven 
him out of the city, he gladly shared the exile of 
Chrysostom at Cucusus, but by 'the ceaseless machinations 
of the bad usurper at Antioch had at last been driven to 
take refuge in Cyprus. Alexander, who ultimately suc- 
ceeded Porphyry, and united the distracted see, had at his 
departure undertaken the same charge. Philip found the 
dear old home, of which every corner was so familiar to 
him, in perfect readiness to receive him, and his affairs 
were safe and flourishing. 

After a day or two devoted to making arrangements 
and visiting all whom he knew and loved in Antioch, he 
hew back to Seleucia. He soon found a ship bound for 
Berytus, whence he made his way at his best speed to 
Nazareth and Lubiyeh. 

Michael no longer desired to postpone the double 
marriage. It was to be celebrated at Nazareth, and 
Bishop John of Jerusalem undertook to come in person 
and perform it. The bright scene was long remembered. 
Michael was the chief person in the neighbourhood, and 
everyone in the little town knew and loved him. The 
church could not contain half the number of those who 
flocked to it, but they assembled outside, scattering roses 
of Sharon and lilies-of-the-valley before the brides and 
their maidens. Every boy in Nazareth who had any 
voice at all was trained to join in the marriage hymns, and 
rarely had such a volume of sound rung through the little 
basilica, and rarely had it witnessed so gay and bright a 
scene. 


544 


GATHERING CLOUDS 


CHAPTER LXVI 

PHILIP AT ANTIOCH 


Que 1 fu al mondo persona orgogliosa. — Dante, Inf. viii. 46. 


In the evening Michael ordered tables to be spread on 
the green turf round the fountain for the children of 
Nazareth, and gave them a happy meal. The scene — the 
gay dresses, the flowers, the balmy air, the pealing hymns, 
the assembled children, the beautiful maidens of Nazareth, 
of whom none were so beautiful as Miriam and Ruth — - 
was one never to be forgotten ; nor did the wedded pair 
ever forget the fervent and touching description of Chris- 
tian homes given by Bishop John in his address to 
them. 

c Whence,’ he said, ‘ are we to find words enough fully to 
set forth the happiness of that marriage which the Church 
1 cements, and the oblation confirms, and the Benediction 
i signs and seals — of which angels carry the news to 
I heaven, which God approves? How blessed is the mar- 
Iriage-bond of two believers, sharers in one hope, in 1 one 
I desire, in one discipline, in one and the same service! 
| Both are brothers, both fellow-servants ; the two are one 
| flesh and one spirit. Together they pray, together they 
| prostrate themselves before the throne of grace. Mutually 
i | they teach, mutually they exhort, mutually they sustain 
| each other. They are alike in the Church of God, at 
the banquet of God, in straits, in persecutions, in refresh- 
ments. Neither conceals aught from the other ; neither 
shuns the other; neither is troublesome to the other. 
. With freedom they visit the sick, they relieve the indigent. 
Their alms, their sacrifices, their daily diligence find no 
impediment. T|ey join in “ psalms and hymns and spir- 
itual songs,” dS'Cixearfc and voice. 
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When Christ sees and hears such things, He rejoices. 
TQjthem He sends His peace. Where the two^TtESre 
is H e, and w heiVHe is the E vil (Jne^s* notT^ ' ~ 

^David an d^Ru tiTwere s tUltoTjY e in The house of their 
father, for David was needed to relieve Michael of the 
cares of business and agriculture combined; but after a 
blissful week spent largely in the open air and under the 
woods beside the Sea of Galilee, Philip and his bride 
started on their journey to Antioch. They went by land, 
for Philip did not like to expose Miriam to the possible 
storms of the Mediterranean, They therefore travelled 
leisurely, and visited Tyre, and Sidon, and Damascus, and 
Berytus, on the way. 

The household at Antioch was assembled to meet and 
greet them, scattering roses and lilies. Miriam entered 
with joy upon the modest duties of her home, while Philip 
watched for an opportunity to occupy his talents as best 
he could in the service of God and man. 

He had scarcely been a month in Antioch when they 
were troubled by the imperious threats of Bishop 
Porphyry. 

He was well aware that Philip was living in the house 
which belonged to Chrysostom, and had been regarded by 
him in*the light of an adopted son. He hated Chrysostom 
with the concentrated* hatred of a base nature; and he 
hated Philip forliis sake, and was determined to use every 
means to crush him. 

He therefore sent a priest to summon Philip into his 
presence, in order to coerce him into submission, and if he 
had not been under the immediate protection of the 
Emperor, Philip must either have fled from Antioch or 
suffered fresh experiences of priestly dungeons and priestly 
tortures. But as it was he knew that he was perfectly 
secure, and that Porphyry would never have dared to 
molest him had he been aware that he was under the 
sacrosanct shadow of Imperial kindness. 

Philip dismissed the priest, whom he astonished by the 
message that he denied the right, of Bishop Porphyry to 
summon him, but that as a matter of courtesy he would go. 
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1 See Tertullian’s Ad Uxorem ad fin* 
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Before he went, however, he thought it well to pay his 
respects to Anthemius, the Count of the East. The Count 
gave him a cordial welcome, and had the Emperor’s com- 
mands to protect him. He had often seen him at the 
Patriarcheion, and knew in what high esteem he had been 
held by Chrysostom, whom he himself regarded with affec- 
tionate reverence. For the intruding Bishop of Antioch 
he felt a scarcely disguised contempt, and, on hearing that 
he meant to interfere with Philip’s rights, he determined 
^ to surprise him by a visit at the very time at which he had 
ordered the young man to come. 

; . r So Philip went to the Bishop’s palace, where he found 

K himself received in the hall with the shrugs and sneers of 
^Porphyry’s clergy. He strode through the midst of them 
cwith indifference, only informing the attendant that he 
'.'f • "had come by the Bishop’s appointment. 

' The attendant announced him, and came out, but Philip 
was not bidden to enter. He was left standing, and not 
being even asked to take a seat, he at last went and sat 
down on a bench at a distance, waiting for some message ; 
but not a word was spoken to him, and there was a silence 
as of night, while the priests glowered on him with tragic 
countenances. Luncheon was going on, but he was os- 
IpS: tentatiously ignored, as though he^ were not present at 
all. 

Patience had never ranked among Philip’s most con- 
spicuous virtues, and as the attendants came in and out, 
summoning others who arrived later, but not admitting 
him into ‘ the shrine ’ where Porphyry sat, he at last started 
up, and said in a voice indignant enough to be heard not 
only through the hall but behind Porphyry’s curtain : 

‘Tell Bishop Porphyry that he summoned me at this 
hour. If he does not wish to see me, I shall go. I have 
no time to waste.’ 

v The priests, accustomed to the awful deference which 
J their bishop demanded, were thunderstruck at the message. 

‘ Insolent ! ’ exclaimed one of them, advancing with a 
threatening gesture. 

- ‘ Touch me with one of your fingers,’ said Philip, ‘ and I 

will bring you before the Court of the Prefect.’ 

He turned round, and was striding out of the hall, when 
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the attendant hurried up, saying that he could now be 
admitted. 

He entered the Bishop’s presence in angry mood, and as 
he was received without even the semblance of courtesy, 
he did not choose to go on his knees and kiss the Bishop’s 
hands, but contented himself with a slight bow. 

4 How dare you ! ’ asked Porphyry, purple in the face 
with rage. 

4 How dare I — what ? ’ 

4 How dare you come into my presence without an obei- 
sance ? ’ 

4 1 did not know that they were regarded as compulsory.’ 

4 Am I not a bishop ? ’ 

Philip was silent. 4 You are no true bishop of Antioch,’ 
he thought. 4 You were intruded into the see, against the 
wishes of the people, by a conspiracy and a trick.’ 

Porphyry read his thoughts, and angrily exclaimed : 

4 1 have sent to order you to communicate publicly with 
me, or to take the consequences.’ 

4 1 am unable to do so,’ said Philip. 

4 1 know your fanatical devotion to that impure demon, 
the expelled Patriarch of Constantinople ; nevertheless, 
the Emperor’s decree bids all men to communicate with 
me, and you shall do it.’ 

4 He whom you call an impure demon,’ said Philip, with 
flashing eyes, 4 is*a saint of God, whom I revere with all 
my heart.’ 

4 Then you refuse to communicate with me ? ’ 

Philip remained silent. 

4 Ah!’ said the Bishop. 4 We will soon tame this con- 
tumacy. You have felt the rack before, I think? Was 
it pleasant ? ’ 

4 1 have felt the rack, and doubtless it might be your will 
to inflict it again,’ said Philip, swept away with uncontrol- 
lable passion ; 4 but it will not be in your power.’ 

4 His Excellency, the Count of the East is here with his 
lictors,’ announced the attendant priest. 

4 Admit his Excellency,’ said Porphyry, 4 and take, this 
young man out. I have not done with him.’ 1 

1 See Greg, of Nyssa, Ep. 1 . He was treated exactly in this way by the 
haughty Helladius, Bishop of Caesarea. 



gathering clouds 

‘No ! ’ said Philip, with a smile. 

As Philip went out the Count was entering, and said to 
him, ‘ Come back with me ; my visit concerns you.’ 

Anthemius greeted the Bishop with cold dignity, and 
said, ‘I observe that my secretary, Philip, has been with 
you. I have come to tell your Religiosity that he is not 
to be molested by ecclesiastical squabbles. 

‘Ecclesiastical squabbles!’ exclaimed Porphyry. ‘The 
Emperor’s authority is, I should hope, loftier than that of 
your Excellency, and he has expressly ordered everyone in 
his dominions to hold the faith held by me, Theophilus 
of Antioch, and Acacius of Bercea.’ 

‘Do you question my orders? ’ asked Anthemius. 

‘ I shall consult the Emperor on the subject, Count.’ 

‘Be it so. Has your Religiosity ever seen the Emperor’s 
autograph? ’ 

‘No.’ 

‘ Then you shall see it now. I have just received this 
order from him to take Philip into the public official ser- 
vice;’ and Anthemius showed him an order written by 
the Emperor’s own hand. 

‘ That cannot cancel the previous edict,’ said Porphyry, 
still resolute to coerce. 

‘ But this exempts me from it,’ said Philip. ‘ Y6ur Re- 
ligiosity will now be able to recognise both the purple ink 
and the Imperial signature.’ ' 

He laid on the table the protective order which the 
Emperor had given him. ‘ The Count of the East,’ he 
added, ‘ is aware of what this order says. After this your 
Beatitude will perhaps think it safer to persecute the un- 
protected, and to leave me alone.’ 

Bishop Porphyry stared at the document, and grew pale. 
He greatly feared that Anthemius and Philip might make 
an unfavourable report of him to the Emperor. As he 
remained silent they bowed and withdrew. The priests, 
who came in expecting to receive an order from Porphyry 
to throw Philip into prison and confiscate his goods, were 
received by the discomfited Bishop with a burst of fury, 
and bidden never again to allude to the subject. 
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CHAPTER LXVII 

THE EXILE AT CUCUSUS 

1 Dirotti brevemente ’ — mi rispose, 

Perch’ io non temo di venir qua entro ; 

Temer si dee di sole quelle cose 

Ch’ hanno potenza di fare altrui male : 

Dell’ altre no, chS non son paurose. 

Dante, Inf. ii. 86-90. 

And now a prospect of the utmost peace and happiness 
seemed to open itself before the path of Philip. There 
was something about him which conciliated the regard of 
honest men, and Count Anthemius was attracted by his 
character, as the Prefect Aurelian had been, and so many 
others, including the Emperor himself. To be able to 
recognise capable and trustworthy men is one of the most 
valuable gifts which rulers can possess, and Anthemius . 
possessed it in an eminent degree. He appointed Philip 
to a responsible ahd lucrative office in the Prcetorium which 
placed him near his own person, gave him great influence, 
and offered opportunities for winning still higher distinc- 
tion. To this public good fortune was added the singular 
happiness of Philip’s home. He was surrounded by the 
household of Chrysostom, who were all Christians, and 
were of tried fidelity. Miriam, trained in refined simplic- 
ity which wealth had never tempted into luxury, not only 
proved herself an excellent manager of his domestic affairs, 
but also undertook with ardour those kindly offices among 
the poor which enabled her throughout life to realise how 
true it is that 

" The frigh desire that others may be bless’d 

Savours of heaven. 

In due time a little son was born to them. Haunted by 
the memories of the past, and unwilling that prosperity 
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should make him forget them, Philip called his boy 
Eutyches, and the health and beauty of the infant seemed 
of good promise for the years to come. When the child 
was born Philip made his way to the cavern m which 
Macedonius, the barley-eater, still held his dim and dreary 
abode. Worn and ill, and often weighed down by un- 
speakable fits of sadness, the white-haired old man wel- 
comed him with eagerness, and gladly assented to his 
request that he would come down and stand as godfather 
at the baptismal font for the firstborn of the young man 
whose life in his early boyhood he had made a brave effort , 
to save. The kind consent of Macedonius was fertile of 
further consequences, for, now that years and infirmities 
were increasing upon him like a flood, he was persuaded 
to leave his cavern, only visiting it occasionally, and to 
make his home in a cell which they built for him in the 
valley hard by. Here he was close beside their home, and 
here Miriam could provide for him some of the alleviations 
necessitated by his state of health. 

But never for a single day was Chrysostom absent from 
the thought of his foster-son. In one of the letters which 
they interchanged on every opportunity Philip had asked 
him always to be with him in- spirit at five o’clock on 
every afternoon, that their mutual sprayers might mingle, 
like incense in the golden censer of 'the great . High 
Priest. Letters were often lost en route , for the brigands 
who infested every mountain-path frequently robbed 
the messengers, and made all communication precarious. 
Still, Chrysostom had been kept informed by Philip of 
his recovery, his travels, his marriage, his settlement in 
Antioch, his domestic felicity ; and had again and again, 
with firm consideration, forbidden Philip to sacrifice his 
own young life — as he had been eager to do — by coming 
to Cucusus. Even this loving prohibition might have been 
unavailing if Philip had not been convinced that the dif- 
ficulties of the Patriarch’s situation were in some respects 
enhanced by the presence of every new visitor who came 
to see him in that far-away and afflicted town. Two 
devoted friends performed for him every office which a 
„ watchful love could suggest. One was his aunt, the 
Deaconess Sabiniana, his father’s sister, a lady of exalted 
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saintliness; the other was the good presbyter. Evethius, i 
who had accompanied him on his journey. A rich citizen , 
of Cucusus, named Dioscorus, had given up to his use 
his own house, which was the best in the town, and had 
himself retired to a neighbouring villa. Adelphius, the 
excellent bishop of this out-of-the-way retreat, thought . 
no kindness burdensome which he could extend to the 
illustrious exile. Sopater, the governor, waited on him ^ 
like a son. At first it seemed as if the tranquillity of his ; 
new home and the absence of tumults and enemies .would ^ 
be better for his health and happiness than Constantinople, '■ 
with its measureless insults and cruel persecutions. But : 
when the snows began to cover the peaks of Mount , 
Taurus, and winter clutched the whole region in its icy 
grasp, the Patriarch’s sufferings were cruel. He was • 
shaken by a severe cough. If he kept up large fires, the 
smoke nearly suffocated him ; if he let the fire sink, low, 
he was perishing with cold. Accustomed to the soft cli- 
mate of Antioch and Constantinople, he was compelled to 
take to his bed, where, tormented with insomnia, and filled 
with disgust for every kind of food, he lay covered with 
blankets and only just enough alive to feel life’s miseries. 
His woes were alleviated when spring returned. He 
could enjoy the beauty of the opening flowers and the 
balmy vernal breeze ; above all, communication with the 
outer world became possible once more, and he could 
receive the letters despatched by Olympias and Philip. 
Yet all the while death was at his door. The. Isaunans 
were a constant terror. They plundered the villas, they 
harried the cattle, they burnt the farmhouses on every 
side, they slew all who offered resistance. To take a wait 
outside the walls was to run the risk of being captured 
and carried off to the mountains, only to be redeemed, it 
at all, by an exorbitant ransom. At times the alarm was 
so acute that numbers fled for refuge to the dense woods 
which clothed the mountain-sides, and took shelter , in 
what dens or caves they could find. On one occasion 
even Chrysostom and his little household were driven to 

this miserable resource. # ih l «r ao 

This state of things became so intolerable that it was 
necessary to fly for shelter to Arabissus, a lonely fortress 
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on the hills twenty leagues" distant, built on the summit 
of almost inaccessible rocks. There, too, Chrysostom met 
with kindness from the governor, and from Otreius, the 
bishop, or, as we should call him, the vicar of the hamlet ; 
but the place was worse than a prison. He was now 
unable to take the daily exercise which was essential for 
his health, and could only gaze with indescribable sadness 
on the dreary prospect of icy mountain-peaks and leagues 
of unbroken snow. Soon, too, the fortress was overcrowded 
by the numbers of hapless fugitives who fled to it for 
safety, and famine and pestilence added to the accumu- 
lated forms of anguish. Nor even here were they safe 
from the hungry and ruthless bandits. Some of the more 
active — especially the young men — in sheer despair 
wandered into the forests, and tried to make their escape 
into more hospitable regions; but they paid the forfeit 
with their lives, and their bodies were found frozen to 
death. One night three hundred Isaurians attacked 
Arabissus itself, and were only repelled after a desperate 
fight. Of this peril Chrysostom was, happily, unconscious. 
He was asleep, and as they did not awake him, he did not 
hear of the averted peril till the morning had brought 
safety. 

It can easily be understood that, under circumstances 
so deplorable, it was undesirable for Chrysostom’s own 
sake that he should be burdened with the anxiety of extra 
visitors, whose difficulties would deepen his distress. A 
young reader named Theodotus came to him from Antioch. 
His father was a man of noble birth, from whom the youth 
had wrung a reluctant consent to visit the exile. He 
made his way to Arabissus in spite of many dangers, and 
■ brought with him splendid presents from his father. 
These Chrysostom returned with a courteous letter, and 
sent back with it the young Theodotus. How could he 
be of any real use in training the young man in a scene 
so harassed with massacre and tumult, brigandage and 
conflagration? 

r In spite of these difficulties, and the Patriarch’s obvious 

I reluctance to entangle others in his own calamities, so 
;#»any flocked to him, and he occupied so exalted a position 
J siv the> eyes of the Christian world, ; that he at last re- 
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kindled the undying embers of jealousy and hatred in 
the mind of Atticus, the Patriarch who had succeeded 
Arsacius at Constantinople, and still more in the cankered 
hearts of Severian and Porphyry. ‘All Antioch is at 
Cucusus,’ wrote Porphyry in savage ill-temper to Severian. 
‘This man, disgraced, banished, condemned, is directing 
missions to Persia and Phoenicia; preventing me from 
acquiring my just authority at Antioch; uniting the Pope 
of Rome and all the bishops of the West in a conspiracy 
against the Patriarch of Alexandria, the Patriarch of 
Constantinople, and myself. This dead man continues to 
be a hindrance and a terror to the living ; this conquered 
heretic is getting the upper hand of us victorious Catho- 
lics. You must leave no stone unturned to frighten or 
cajole the Emperor to remove him to some still more dis- 
tant and desolate spot of the Empire — the farther, the 
better; and if he dies, or disappears on the way, or falls 
into the hands of Huns or Isaurians, so much the better 
for the Christian world.’ 

Armed with this precious missive, Severian paid a visit 
to Atticus, and, with soft murmurs of regret and ready 
tears of crocodilian magnanimity, implored him, for the 
sake of that peace which is so dear to all Christian hearts, 
to procure from Arc&dius an edict for the farther banish- 
ment of the e»-Patriarch John. When the bishops had 
taken on their own heads the responsibility of Chrysos- 
tom’s expulsion, Arcadius would fain have been rid of 
the matter, and the deaths, miseries, and earthquakes which 
had ensued made him still more desirous to meddle with 
it no further. But Atticus knew on which string to harp. 
He persuaded the Emperor that the name of John was 
being used as a nucleus of conspiracy of the Western 
against the Eastern Church, and that Honorius and Stilico 
—-these were the two names which would most surely 
rouse the Emperor to sullen wrath — would make these 
ecclesiastical matters an excuse for the most dangerous 
political interference. With little difficulty, by the use of 
this weapon, he procured an edict for the removal of Chrys- 
ostom to the remotest corner of the entire Empire. Seve- 
riano malignity had already hit upon the place. It was 
the desperately repellent and ruined town of Pityus, on ther 


554 


GATHERING CLOUDS 


Euxine. There he would find no Christians at all, and in 
the midst of Heniochs, Lazes and Huns, might eat away 
his heart in vain. 

The management of the affair was entrusted to Atticus 
and Severian. The two officers who had accompanied 
Chrysostom to his exile at Cucusus — young Anatolius 
and Theodotus — had by accident been kind-hearted men, 
who had treated the sufferer with consideration, and 
availed themselves of every alleviation of his journey 
which circumstances allowed. The bishops took care 
that this mistake should not be made a second time. The 
two officers selected were men in whom no capability for 
compassion was to be suspected. They had been given 
secretly to understand that the bishops would give them 
a handsome recompense and secure their early promotion 
if they acquitted themselves satisfactorily of their task. 
By still darker innuendoes it was made plain, even to their 
obtuseness, that it was of no great consequence whether 
Chrysostom even arrived at Pity us or no. If he 4 happened ’ 
to die by the way, then reward and promotion would be 
equally, and perhaps even more, secure, while at the same 
time much annoyance and difficulty would be prevented. 
— The names of these two officers were SecunduS and 
Cythegius. •> 

4 Pretty plain that!’ said Cythegius to*his comrade as 
he left the Thomaites, where the bishops had given them 
instructions. 

4 Yes,’ said Secundus, with a broad grin on his hard 
features. 4 It is only the roundabout way which their 
Religiosities have, and it means 44 murder him,” only do it 
so slowly that people won’t call it by the ugly name of 
murder.’ 

4 He is worth the whole lot of them put together,’ said 
Cythegius.. 

> 4 That is no affair of ours,’ replied the other, shrugging 
his shoulders. 4 It isn’t we who will have to go to hell 
for it.’ 
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CHAPTER LXYin 

THE MARTYRDOM 

Pateberis non ilium martyrio, sed martyrium illi defuisse. 

JEdd. Benedict Vit. 8. Ambrosii. 

Philip received early intelligence of the desolating news 
that even Cucusus was not regarded as remote enough to 
destroy the influence and starve out the life of his beloved 
father, and that in the frightful ruins of Pityus he was 
doomed to end his days. The news decided him to action. 
He thought at first of flying to Constantinople and exert- 
ing his whole influence with Aurelian and the Emperor to 
secure a recall of the edict. But this would have been a 
desperate task, and it was already too late. When the news 
reached Philip the escort which was to remove Chrysostom 
had set out upon its^ray. 

The only course which remained was to start for Ara- 
bissus at all costs, and do everything which could be 
done to render the exile’s journey more tolerable, and to 
gain for him every possible comfort in his last retreat. 
Great as was the sacrifice involved, neither Philip nor 
Miriam felt a moment’s hesitation, in the belief that this 
was the call of duty. So Philip entrusted Miriam to the 
watchful care of his friends at Antioch, Anthemius him- 
self giving ready leave of absence, and promising to see 
that Miriam should not be molested by any subterranean 
plots of vengeance concocted by Bishop P orphyry and his 
priests. Philip left her with the less anxiety because 
the holy Macedonius was close at hand to counsel and 
protect her. 

Then he sped over the bleak hills and burning plains, 
amid numberless dangers, which in the absorbing eager- 
ness of his purpose he scarcely noticed. Nobody who saw 
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lum with hardly any luggage, stained with incessant travel 
and forced to content himself daily with fare much S 2 
than coarse, would have conjectured that he bore on his 
person a considerable amount of gold. From anv dan ^ 
which might arise from provincial bishops or iack/in nd? 6 * 
he was sufficiently guarded bv a letter wh Jr 
with him, and by^hf EmperoS auSapfwhffih S™* 1 
eealed in his clothes, to be produced he COn ' 
He reached Arabissus without serious mishap ancfiPh 10 ®' 
ostom enjoyed one last gleam of earthlT haS,^/ °H S ‘ 

1 the noble fortitude with whitdTrtift^f 4 Ti} 1 ad " ta ‘“°" « 
ship, and the be,Sf f uto'uHeT ^ 

the officers looked athk f rn ?/ {° hl ? needs 5 and when 
served W wS ^ m hit “■* 
without an overt act of mordf’ * elt < I, u 1 lte certain that 
reward and promotion which the hk^®^ TS* n0t miss the 
Come what would had p ™ mised them - 

Chrysostom, nor was he eve? flff det ™ned to be with 
three harassed months of his friend’s 1 Um dun Sf the last 
of the officers were to avoid 8 mis f r J- The orders 
their illustrious prisoner 7b mdd ^T®’ le f the si ^ ht of 
to indignant pity. The v were nn i Wa ? en , tke P°pnIations 
; country villages, where none t0 Stop at wretched 

, were to be had, where the dkt 7 conveili ences _of life 
able annoyance, and where even ^?™ nn we - t ' e an intoler- 
were barely to be procured pmu* 6 rudes * necessaries 
ruthless purpose when following h \ llp 800n dlvmed their 
he observed, on the &st da^ S fr® Upon their tracks » 
escort resented the sliobtesl^ p-rViiV+^ i oa mey, that the 
; their prisoner, and pelted and / pity toward s 

v showed him any^com^asSon^ * Ve W e - 
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He would not start with them, for he was afraid that 
they might invoke authority to prevent this ; but when 
they were on their way he followed them at no great 
distance, and stopped at the village where they rested for 
the night. Here he sought an interview with the two 
officers. He found that Secundus was a man of impracti- 
cably brutal character, who was determined to carry out 
his instructions to the letter. Philip saw that he had 
made up his mind that Chrysostom should never reach 
Pityus alive, and that on this consummation, regardless 
of conscience or compassion, he intended to base his claim 
to advancement and reward. In Cythegius, on the other 
hand, all sparks of humanity were not wholly quenched ; 
but, unfortunately, Secundus was the senior officer. 

b Philip asked them to allow him to accompany the expe- 
dition, and to do what he could to save the Patriarch* from 
needless sufferings, which to one at his age and in his state 
of health could not but be terrible. He pointed out that, 
in endeavouring to procure little comforts for Chrysostom, 
he would be able at the same time to make the hardships 
of the way a little less intolerable to the officers them- ‘ 
selves and their quaternion. Secundus was not only un- 
willing to make this small concession, but declared, with 
an 5ath, that he would not allow Philip to accompany 
them at all. He had been promised gold and a step in 
military rank **if he did what was expected ; ’ and 4 I mean/ 
he said, 6 to stick to my instructions.’ 

‘There is nothing in your instructions to forbid my 
coming with you/ said Philip. 4 1 do not wish to traverse 
your orders ; I only plead with you for a little ordinary 
humanity.’ 

‘ A fig for your humanity ! ’ said Secundus. 

‘There is no harm in letting him come with us, and 
attend on the Patriarch/ said Cythegius. 

Secundus glared at him. 4 1 am senior here/ he said ; 

‘ and as for you, young man, clear out of this, or you may 
yet taste the rhinoceros-hide on your back.’ 

Philip was in a blaze of indignation, but he felt that 
the bully was a coward. He had meant to offer the 
wretch a bribe, but now he determined rather to appeal: 
to his fears. 


! 
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‘ Man ! ’ he said, ‘ you do not know to whom you are 
talking. I see that you have been bribed by Atticus and 
Severian practically to murder your prisoner, and that 
you expect great advantages from doing so. Take care ! 
Exercise the least violence to me, and your reward shall 
be a gibbet. Did you ever hear of Anthemius, Count of 
the East ? Yes ? Then read that, and don’t attempt to 
hector and swagger to me.’ 

He flung on the table the safeguard of Anthemius, 
which Secundus read with some alarm. 

‘And perhaps you have heard of a certain Count 
Aurelian, Consular and Praetorian Praefect, who will 
make very short work with common men like you. Then 
read that’ — -and he showed him a mandate which he had 
obtained from Aurelian, that all soldiers should treat him 
with civility. 

4 Once more, it is hardly likely that a man of your 
stamp should ever have seen the purple ink and the 
Imperial signature; but do you think your bishops can 
save you against the sacred majesty of the Emperor ? ’ 

He displayed before the officer’s astonished eyes the 
autograph of Arcadius, and said, ‘Your fellow-officer is a 
witness ; and it is perfectly well known to many great 
personages, that I am here, and that I mean to go a® the 
way with you; and perhaps you will learn henceforth 
that it is as much as your head is worth to talk to me of 
the rhinoceros-hide again.’ 

Secundus was now thoroughly crestfallen, but he re- 
tained his dogged sullenness. Philip took occasion that 
night to see Cythegius alone, promised him a sum of 
money if he would meet his wishes, and pointed out that 
he might be even more likely to gain advancement from 
men like Anthemius and Aurelian than from the Bishops 
Atticus and Severian. Cythegius promised to offer no 
molestation either to the Patriarch or to Philip, and 
to do all he could ; but he said that he could not prevent 
any arrangements made by his senior officer. 

So Philip day by day went with Chrysostom, and 
exerted himself to the utmost to cheer and comfort him. 
They had many a long and delightful conversation about 
the days which were no more ; and the sweetness, courtesy, 
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the afflicted, victim so deeply touched 
the hearts of Cythegms and one of the soldiers that, 
whenever a secret opportunity offered, they testified to 
him their pity and goodwill, and did their best to lighten 
his sorrows* The old man, as he toiled along, nearly 
always on foot, used to lean on Philip’s arm ; and Philip 
was deeply thankful that he was able to do much in many 
ways to make life a little less cruelly intolerable to his 
father and benefactor. But he was powerless to interfere 
with the fell purpose and dogged malignity of Secundus. 
Even for a young and hale traveller, with all appliances 
and aids to boot, a journey over such rude paths, and 
byways which forced them to climb rocky passes and 
traverse torrent-beds and mountain-streams, would have 
been severely trying, especially since its pitiless fatigue 
was so tediously prolonged, and no opportunities for rest 
were given. It took them no less than three months to 
make their miserable way from Arabissus to Comana. 
Determined to kill his victim, but without actual violence, 
the brutal soldier availed himself of every change of 
weather to hasten his purpose. During their journey the 
roads and the country were daily burned to dust by the 
broiling heats of the summer and early autumn ; but, 
however scorching the heat, Secundus would give the 
pitiless order to advance, and exulted to watch Chrys- 
ostom’s fainting and stumbling footsteps as, supported by 
Philip’s arm, he barely crawled along, red all over with 
prickly heat, and with the hot sun blazing on his bald, 
uncovered head. If violent thunderstorms came on a 
new opportunity offered itself; and he relied on the 
chance of the Patriarch’s being smitten down with some 
deadly fever, as he forced him to trudge along with all his 
clothes wet through, and with streams of water trickling 
down his back and breast. It was a matter of daily 
astonishment to all the party that Chrysostom so long 
bore up against this frightful ill-usage ; and it really 
seemed possible that under Philip’s watchful care the 
murderous purpose of Secundus and his abettors might 
be defeated after all, and Chrysostom might reach Pityus 
alive* There were many altercations between Philip 
and the officer on the way. Philip remonstrated witi^ 
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the utmost impetuosity of his nature, and even ventured 
to threaten the wretch that he should rue his cruelty, 
Secundus would certainly have killed him if he had 
dared; but he trembled at the thought of the vengeance 
which would befall him from the Emperor himself. For 
Cythegius often took Philip’s part ; and even the soldiers, 
won by his geniality and by his secret but liberal gifts, 
showed him their sympathy as much as they dared. 
Philip on one occasion denounced Secundus to his face, 
and told him that even if he succeeded in getting rid 
of the Patriarch by over-fatigue and cruelty, many who 
were in high authority should certainly hear of it, and 
they were men by whom his future chances of promotion 
were more likely to be influenced than by two bad eccle- 
siastics. 

At last the unhappy cortege arrived at Comana Pontica, 
in Cappadocia. There it would have been possible for 
Chrysostom to obtain some of those resources for health 
and refreshment of which he stood so sorely in need. 
But Secundus had no intention that they should rest 
there. He hurried surreptitiously through the most 
distant outskirts of the town, and did not stop till they 
had reached a little martyry some six miles 1 ' beyond it. 
There they had to stop for the night, more becaiiife the 
officers and soldiers themselves needed rest and sleep 
than from any consideration for the sufferer. 

The little chapel of the martyry was dedicated to St. 
Basiliscus, a Bishop of Comana who, in the third century, • 
had suffered martyrdom with Lucian at Antioch, at the 
hands of the Pagan emperor, Maximus Daza. Here the 
\good provincial priest regarded it as an honour to be 
followed to do his utmost for the Saint who was obviously 
rnot far from death. He gave up to him his own bed, and, 
Nto the disgust of Secundus, lavished on him every comfort 
in his power. For the last time on earth Chrysostom 
fhad a refreshing sleep, and in his dream the martyred 

! f bishop, St. Basiliscus, appeared to him with his palm- 
branch in his hand, and said, 4 Be of good cheer, brother 
John ; to-morrow we shall be together.’ The priest, too, 
had a vision of St. Basiliscus that same night, who said 
gbo him, ‘Prepare a place for our brother John, for he is 
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eoming to join me ! ’ Convinced of the reality of his 
vision, the priest entreated Secundns to postpone the hour 
of starting at least till noon. The Praetorian’s only answer 
Was to give the order for instant departure. 

With an aching heart, Philip, in spite of Secundus, 
took his place beside his father, supporting him, and 
pouring into his ear the words of hope and tender conso- 
lation. In the extremity of his weakness and feverish 
unrest Chrysostom still showed a serene and indomitable 

courage. , 

4 You will not be burdened with the care of me much 
longer, my Philip,’ he said, 6 1 feel t h&fc ray _ san da e | 

"POhTmy father ! ’ he said, 4 you do not mean it when 
you talk of burdening me. To you I owe everything 
my life, all the happiness I have ever had — yes, my very 

Chrysostom smiled on him with a look of affection. 

4 1 know your love for me, my boy,’ he said; 4 but I saw 
St. Basiliscus last night in my sleep, and I shall not out- 
live the day.’ ... 

* 4 If we could but get you safely to Pityus, said Philip, 

4 you might find friends there, and still have blessed and 

te ”i" G 7 od%, Philip; tat a to me to live U Christ, 
assuredly to die is gam. I will not ask, with Euripides, 
“ Who knows if death be life, and life be death? for we 
know t hatJta those who love God. dp.ath Jfj.Ma- Nor will 
I gay, asSocrates did "W his judges, go to death, and 
vou to life, but which is the better God alone knows, 
for to us Christ has revealed which is the better, and 
St. Paul has told us that to depart and be with Christ is 
jjfcbt; only better, but “ far, far the better. 

‘ But how ill can you he spared m this corrupted and 

distracted Church of Christ ! 

‘No man is necessary, Philip. The workgoes oj 
though the workman passes away. Hark times are 
coming on the world; hut Christ has many a servant: 
labour for Him, not more sincere, I trusty by Gods grac 
than I am, but much more wise and great. „ , 

The words were spoken slowly and with difficulty. 
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Chrysostom gasped for breath, and a few moments later 
sank fainting into Philip’s arms. They had advanced 
about thirty furlongs from the martyry, and were com- 
pelled to halt. 

4 Fling a little water over him,’ said ^ Secundus, ‘and 
press on. It is only a device to gain time.’ 

6 He is dying,’ said Philip. ‘Surely you will not have 
the brutal barbarity to drag him farther? If you do, you 
will have to carry back a corpse on your shoulders to the 

martyry.’ **'.? . 

Philip, supporting the head of Chrysostom on his arm, 
had sprinkled a few drops of water over his burning face 
and poured a few drops of wine through his parched lips, 
and the Patriarch revived a little. 

4 March on ! ’ snarled Secundus. 

4 March on then by yourself,’ said Philip ; 4 not one step 
farther shall the Patriarch go.’ 

6 We will see to that,’ said the officer, lifting the flat 
of his sword to strike Philip in his rage. 

4 At your peril!’ said Philip, looking at him, and the 
wretch cowered under his glance, while Cythegius and 
the soldiers strode forward for his protection. 

4 It is useless to advance,’ said Cythegius. ‘TheJPatri- 
arch will never outlive to-day.’ 

The assenting murmur of the four soldiers showed that 
they agreed with their junior officer. 

4 This is mutiny,’ said Secundus savagely; 4 you shall 
answer for it.’ 

Cythegius took him by the arm and led him aside. 
‘Comrade,’ he said, 4 do not be an utter fool. Your only 
chance of getting either your reward or your promotion 
is by not driving that young man to desperation. Each 
of these soldiers — yes, and I too, if you drive me too far 
— would be a witness against you. it is as much as your 
head is worth not to let well alone.’ 

4- ‘March on ! ’ he roared in a frenzy of rage. 

‘Not one step farther will we march with a dying maU,’ 
said the soldiers. 

‘If you persist,’ said Cythegius to Secundus, 4 we will 
disarm you, and put you under arrest.’ 

* Secundus cursed and swore, and stamped his feet on 
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the ground in fury ; but seeing that it was useless, and 
might be dangerous, to persevere, he sullenly gave the 
order to return to the martyry. 

^ Chrysostom could no longer walk, but, aided by Cythe- 
gius and the soldiers, Philip, now contemptuously disre- 
gardful of the orders of Secundus, cut down some straight 
branches of the wood through which they were passing, 
improvised a rude litter, heaped clothes upon it, and, 
gently lifting the half- unconscious exile, helped to carry 
him back to the chapel. Whan they arrived, the priest, 
who had foreseen their return, had food and cordials ready, 
and once more laid Chrysostom on his own bed. 

4 1 am dying, presbyter,’ he said; 4 1 would fain die 
clad in white robes, to remind me of the chrisom garment 
of my baptism.’ ^ / 

The priest brought out some white vestments, and 
Philip helped to robe the dying Patriarch. As he took 
off his own garments, even to the shoes, he distributed 
them to those present, for whom in after-days they acquired 
the value of priceless relics. To Cythegius and the sol- 
diers who had shown him any kindness he gave what 
little money he possessed and other trifling souvenirs. To 
the Ijind priest he left his pallium and a little golden altar- 
vessel. And then he asked to be left alone with Philip. 

4 Dear son,’ he said, 4 you, whose love and loyalty have | 
brightened many happy years and solaced many troubled I 
ones, you, who have been a son, and almost more than a 
son to me, the childless old man — may God bless you a * 
thousand times for all your goodness ! You have passed 
through terrible trials for my sake ; may He requite you 
with His hundredfold blessings! May the light of His 
countenance shine upon you in a happy home bright with 
children’s faces! May your little Eutyches grow up to 
fill your cup with earthly happiness, and your Miriam be ■? 
your joy and comfort even unto death ! ’ * 

Philip was kneeling by the bed, his face hidden in w Jp 
hands, and he could not speak. # b 

4 Why should you weep so much for me, dear Philip?' 
said Chrysostom. ‘There is no cause for sorrow here. 

The most troubled days of a troubled life, thank God ! are 
ending. 44 1 have fought the good fight. I have finished 
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my course. I have kept the faith. Henceforth there is 
laid up for me a crown of righteousness, which the Lord, 
the righteous Judge, shall give me at that day.” 

‘Nay, nay, Philip, you must not weep like this. On 
the contrary, be glad for my sake ; and I want you to tell 
Olympias, and all my old friends at Constantinople, and 
my old servants in Antioch, that .fa i tT l^&ild 

fear of God and of His Christ, and in the communionof 
t ^^j^^^^^^f r^TakeTEis" goTxr cLain~3ffmy 
necE, which I ha^'liXways worn under my robe because 
it was left me by my mother, Anthusa. A golden medal 
hangs from it with a figure of the Good Shepherd on it. 
Wear it always, Philip, for my sake. And now, farewell, 
and receive my blessing.’ 

He laid his weak hands on the head of his kneeling son, 
and feriently blessed him. Then he asked to be carried 
to the Holy Table and to receive for the last time the 
blessed mysteries of the Eucharist. He followed the brief 
supplications, and repeated slowly and with difficulty the 
Lord’s Prayer. Then a great glory seemed to come over 
his face. He half raised himself from the bed, gazed before 
him with a look of rapture, as though he saw the heavens 
opened, exclaimed in a clear voice, ‘ Glory to God for all 
things ! Amen ! ’ and fell back dead into Philip’s arms. 

‘He has laid aside the dust of Mortality,’ murmured 
the good priest. ‘He is gathered to his fathers. Be 
comforted, dear youth. Which of his friends could wish 
him back again in such a world as this ? ’ 

The next morning they laid him in his humble grave by 
the side of St. Basiliscus. The two martyrs slept together 
in peace. 

It was September 17, 407. Chrysostom was sixty years 
of age. For nearly seven years he had been Patriarch of 
Constantinople ; for three years and three months he had 
been a deposed, calumniated, and banished man. He did 
not live to see the clearing of his name, the scattering to 
the winds of the lies which had been heaped upon his in- 
nocence, the deep repentance of the children of his mur- 
derers. Fools counted his life madness, and his end to be 
without honour. How is he counted among the children 
iPf God, and his lot among the Saints ! 


A LAST VISIT TO AECADIUS 


565 


CHAPTER LXIX 


A LAST VISIT TO ARCADIUS 

This Falernian is only a little grape-juice, and this purple rohe some 
sheep’s wool dyed with the blood of a shell-fish. — Mabctjs Aubelius. 

It only remains to bid. farewell to some of those whom 
we have learnt to know in* these pages. 

When Philip returned to Miriam at Antioch he found 
her and his little Eutyches safe and well ; and, sad as had 
been the last days of his friend and father, Chrysostom, 
his name soon became a happy and tender memory among 
his friends. When all is over, an d, a man has^die^jajbhe 
defeat of misery" a nd"pefsec ution A ie ^lousyMre Sv.and^rancour 
h as nothing left, xfi'e Tfieophiluses and 
Sevefians were sated with successful malignity, and their 
own retribution, as we have seen, failed not to fall upon 
them. Meanwhile, in the unanimous admiration of the 
West the nametf thej&^ 

brighter an cT T^T gEter lustr&T ^Fope Innoce^Tand all the 
great Kalian bisnops yinciicated his innocence, denounced 
the vile plots of which he had been the victim, and, treat- 
ing with indignant contempt the libels of Theophilus, 
translated by Jerome, they honoured his character and 
cherished his example as that of a saint and martyr. All 
that could now be done for his memory was to induce the 
Patriarch Atticus to restore his name to the 'diptychs 
which recorded the succession of the Patriarchs of Con- 
stantinople. In this, in spite of the angry opposition of 
Cyril, the nephew of Theophilus, and now Patriarch of 
Alexandria — who said that it would be as bad to record- 
the name of Judas as that of John— they eventually, 
succeeded* 

Meanwhile the fate of Chrysostom produced age-ldn^ 
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no* r Go3^ted organ-voice’of prophecy to denounce the 
I! ostentation of selfish luxury and the guilt of sensual cor- 
| ! ruption ; no mighty Church leader to confront the banded 
1 1 unions of civil tyranny. The succeeding Patriarchs of 
| i Constantinople were most frequently commonplace nul- 
; f nties like the worldly Nectarius, or narrow bigots like 
a \ John the Faster, or sticklers for the niceties of theological 
| < shibboleths, or at the best amiable scholars like Proclus. 
y In the long lapse of the ages not one great saint or orator 
like Chrysostom swayed the diminished powers o f "th e 

Further, the dispute aboufT Chrysostom widened the 
breach between the East and the West. The ever-dwin- 
dling authority of the Western Emperor — till the Empire 
was extinguished in the feeble person of the poor boy 
who, in the singular irony of history, was known by the 
double name of Romulus Augustulus — tended to increase 
the ever-deepening influence of the Popes of Rome. A 
distracted age yearned for guidance, and, finding none 
from its civil rulers, looked up to the chief Bishop of the 
West, who, in the persons of men like Leo I. and Gregory 
the Great, became, almost by the natural force of circum- 
stances, the oracle of a world face to face with the diffi- 
cult tagkjofrec^^ 
isubmggj^^ 

o Philip the memory of Chrysostom remained through 
life an ideal and an inspiration. He had passed through 
the deep water-floods in youth, but his manhood was peace- 
ful and very prosperous. For, with his experience of life, 
his natural shrewdness, his ready tact, his knowledge of 
business, his conscientious diligence and unswerving in- 
tegrity, he soon made himself indispensable to Anthemius 
and to his chief officials. An Antiochene by birth, he 
understood the temperament and knew the susceptibilities 
of the Syrian people among whom he worked ; a Pagan by 
birth, he was quick to recognise the best and kindest 
method of winning the confidence of sincere Pagans ; a 
Christian of broad sympathies, he did not carry into the 
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civil government the furious spirit with which the ‘ theo- 
logical insects ’ of the day were constantly endeavouring 
to sting one another to death. Favoured by Arcadius, 
who not infrequently inquired about him, and even conde- 
scended to send him messages, he rose with extraordinary 
rapidity in the political world, and before he had reached 
the prime of manhood became one of the leading personages 
in his native city. The brightness of the sunshine came 
to him all the more delightfully from its contrast with the 
blackness of the preceding storms. 

About six months after the death of Chrysostom the 
Count Anthemius sent Philip with important despatches 
to Constantinople. Accompanied by an imperial escort, 
he traversed the same ground over which he had ridden 
with the soldiers of Aurelian, when he was an unknown 
youth accompanying Chrysostom to the fulfilment of his 
mysterious destiny. It was natural that, in his altered 
circumstances, he should revive many memories ; but now 
the happy peace of his home and the success of an honour- 
able career helped to soften all thoughts of bitterness. 
He stayed for a few days at the little farm now contentedly 
. cultivated by Palladius, the former Bishop of Helenopolis, 
who had been driven from his see as a J ohannite. It was 
from Philip that Palladius mainly derived the vivid picture 
of the exile and lasfdays of Chrysostom which he has em- 
bodied in his lively and famous dialogue. He also visited 
the ruined area of the church of the orthodox Goths, where 
he had been a witness of the dreadful massacre; and he 
watched the now nearly completed restorations of St. Sophia 
and the Senate-house. He received a cordial welcome 
from his friend Aurelian, now for the second time Pr£e- 
torian Preefect, and from the chamberlains Amantius and 
Briso. He went, naturally, to the house m the Chalko- 
prateia, where he had first seen Miriam, the wife of his 
heart, and David, the friend of his life. He even ventured 
to visit the Patriarcheion, with which he had been solamil- 
iar. He would not visit the Patriarch Atticus; but an 
attendant showed him the Thomaites, and his old bedroom, 
and the antechamber where he and his friends had spent 
so many happy hours. Then, with bowed head and folded 
hands, he went into the room which had been Chrysostoin s 
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study. It looked very different from what it had done In 
: old days. It was now a subordinate guest-chamber, richly 
Adorned with tapestries and hangings, and showing all the 
magnificence with which the Palace had arrayed itself in 
the days of the Patriarch Nectarius. Philip closed the 
book of his old memories as with a golden clasp as he knelt 
long in silent prayer beside the obscure grave of the be- 
loved young martyr, Eutyches. 

He paid his respects to Nicarete in the humble home to 
which confiscation had reduced her, and he found the dear 
old lady as bright and cheerful in her poverty as she had 
been in her wealth. She still went among the poor with 
her little medicine-box ; and Philip, whom she pronounced 
to be as saucy as ever, chaffingly declared himself to be the 
victim of all sorts of unheard-of maladies, and demanded 
pills and simples for the certain cure of premature 
elephantiasis, and other disasters, of which he felt sure 
that Nicarete read the traces in his features, though they 
now* shone with contumacious health. 

He never saw her again. He visited Olympias in her 
villa at Cyzicus, and she listened with eager interest to 
all the details of the death of him of whom she now always 
spoke as 4 God’s martyred saint.’ She never recovered 
from* the deeply seated melancholy which had over- 
mastered her spirit amid the tremendous outburst of 
calamities which had accompained and folloVed the over- 
throw of the Patriarch. She died in Nicomedia, whither 
she had removed from Cyzicus. The legends which grew 
up around her name related that on her deathbed she was 
bidden by a vision to order that her coffin should be cast 
into the sea. It was carried from the Propontis into the 
Bosporus by winds and waves, a current swept it away 
from the evil city of Constantinople, and it was cast on 
the opposite shore at Brocthi, where she was buried, and 
many miracles attested the sanctity of her tomb. 

Before he left Constantinople Philip was again sum- 
moned to a private interview with the Emperor. Arcadius 
greeted him with unusual warmth, and again begged him 
to lay aside all ceremonious formalities, and speak to him 
with perfect freedom as man to -man. 

am somewhat lonely since Eudoxia died/ he said, 
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4 and though I am cheered by the prattle of my children, 

I do not often find anyone to talk to as a man talketh with .ve- 
ins friend. I hope you are happy at Antioch, Philip, IS*, 
told Anthemius to look after you well, and I hope that his 
Sublimity has done so.’ 

‘He has been most kind,’ said Philip, ‘and I humbly 
thank your Imperial goodness.’ 

‘ You know I am indebted to you, Philip, and I mean to 
show myself grateful. You have seen my handwriting ? 
before. I am rather vain of it. Here is another specimen ) 
of it. Read it.’ f 

It was what we should call a patent of nobility. Philip j 
read with astonishment that hereby the Emperor raised j 
him to the rank of an lUustris. Arcadius watched him 
with a smile. He knelt on one knee, kissed the Emperor’s 
extended hand, and, humbly thanking him for this signal 
mark of his favour, said that he would make it his utmost 
effort to promote the Emperor’s best desires in Syria. 

‘You have done so already, Philip,’ said Arcadius* 
kindly. ‘Antioch was never in a' more quiet and satisfac-/ 
tory state than now; and Anthemius writes to me that\ 
this is due in great measure, not only to your capacity and 1 
faithfulness, but also to your great popularity among your| 
felloe-citizens. They will be pleased as well as yofi by| 
the rank I have conferred upon you. But now I wantA 
you to tell me* all about the death of the poor Patriarch t 
John.’ 

Arcadius felt a little astonished by the flow of his own 
conversation; ‘ but then,’ as he said to himself, 4 1 have so 
many intriguers, sycophants, place-hunters, and hypocrites 
about me. It is not once a year that I get the chance of 
talking to a sincere and true man.’ 

Philip recounted to him the last scenes, of which he had 
been a witness, and Arcadius sighed deeply. 4 1 never ■» 
"intended all this,’ he said; ‘I gave no orders for it. It 
was all the doing of the bishops. I will order Aurelian to 
cashier that wretch Secundus, and to raise Cythegius a 

step.’ 1 „ . ' 

‘ You graciously accord me great freedom m speaking 
to your Clemency,’ said Philip. . ‘I trust I do not abuse ir 
if X venture to urge that you should order the Patriarchy 
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Atticus to restore John’s name to the diptychs, and to 
bring back his remains from Comana, and have them 
buried in St. Sophia.’ 

Arcadius opened his eyes wider than usual. ‘Ah!’ he 
said, sighing again, ‘you little know what tumults and 
troubles that would cause. I dare not. Perhaps it may 
be done hereafter by my son. Have you ever seen my 
little Porphyrogenete ? ’ 

4 1 only saw him as an infant, sire,’ said Philip, 4 when 
he was baptised in the Cathedral, and when the little 
hand of the Augustus held the petition which, for his 
sake, you granted to my kind friend, the Bishop of Gaza.’ 

4 You shall see him,’ said Arcadius ; and, summoning a 
gorgeously dressed slave by the tinkle of a golden bell, 
he ordered him to lead in the young Augustus. 

The little Prince — a child of six — was led in by the 
Count of the Chamber. He was dressed in purple silk 
embroidered with gold, and was a splendid little boy, in 
whom was reproduced the fine beauty of his Frankish 
mother rather than the poor physique of his father. 
Arcadius, who was intensely fond and proud of him, took 
him in his arms, and pressed him to his heart. 

4 Who is you ? ’ said the child, when Philip had ^given 
him%is respectful homage. 

4 That,’ said the Emperor, 4 is Philip, an Illustris of 
Antioch. When you sit on your fathdFs throne, my 
Theodosius, you must know him and love him, and he 
will be your good servant and adviser.’ 

4 1 likes you,’ said the ungrammatical child, looking at 
Philip with large eyes. 4 1 wants to kiss you.’ 

Philip was alarmed by the suggestion of such m 
unwonted honour as a kiss from the lips of the august 
infant; but Arcadius said, 4 Kiss him, my child, and 
remember him.’ 

Philip thought of his own little Eutyches, and frankly 
returned his kiss. Then the Emperor sent the boy back 
to the Purple Chamber, and said to Philip, 4 1 used' to 
think, after the hailstorm, and the earthquake which 
shook down the golden cross on the Capitol, and the 
famine and plague, and rumours of troubles from the 
^East and from the West, that God was angry with me; 
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but -when I look at my little Pulcheria, Arcadia, Marina, 
and Theodosius, I feel sure that I am forgiven, though, 
Nilus gave me no encouragement. Have you heard the 
signal mark of His mercy which God gave me a few days 
ago: 

‘I only heard a vague rumour,’ said Philip. 

* 1 had been to worship in the Karya, the large martyry 
by the nut-tree on which the martyr Acacius was hanged. 

I had barely left the place, and all the crowd of specta- 
tors with me, when the whole building suddenly collapsed. 
Had it happened a moment or two earlier hundreds might 
have been crushed to death. The people regard it as a 
miracle, for not one was hurt. It made me feel very 

happy.’ , . , 

‘ It was assuredly a marvellous deliverance, sire, and a 

clear mark of God’s protection.’ 

4 Farewell, my good Illustris,’ said the Emperor. I am 
not well. I do not think that my life will be prolonged. 
Before you go take this, and wear it for my sake, and as 
a mark of my favour — I had almost said, of my affection. 

He took off a gold ring set with immense emeralds, 
and slipped it on Philip’s finger. ‘ An “Illustrious 
should have ornaments suitable to his rank, he said. _ 

< X know not how sufficiently to thank your Imperial 
Dignity for so many*and such great favours, said Philip, 
as he again lds*sed the Emperor’s hand. ‘ I will endeavour 
to be worthy of them, and I will daily pray to God for your 

^They never met again. Arcadius died o^ .,Mayp4QB^ 
seven months after the de^ra^rysos^mT^He was 
only thirty-one, and was succeeded by the little Theodosius 
II., for whom his sister Pulcheria acted at first as regent. 
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CHAPTER LXX 


AFFAIRS IN THE WEST 

She saw her glories star by star expire, 

And up the steep barbarian monarehs ride 
Where the car climbed the Capitol. 

Byron, Ohilde Harold , viii. 

So Philip returned to Antioch a great man, wearing the 
emerald ring of the Emperor, and elevated to a rank which 
placed him among the first men of the city. And to crown 
his felicity Miriam presented him with another fine little 
son, whom he baptised by the name of ‘ John.’ 

\ Macedonius gently warned him against the peril of 
being intoxicated by such sudden and immense success. 
‘You are still young, Philip,’ he said, ‘and you are now 
rich and ennobled, and high in the favour of the Count of 
the East, and of the Emperor himself. You have % fair 
wife and two beautiful little boys, and your future seems 
to be assured. But,’ my son, “ Whafshall it profit a man 
if he gain the whole world, and lose his own soul? ” ’ 

‘ My father,’ said Philip, ‘ Misfortune has been a hlftRa^ d. 
if a stern, teacher. She hasJSugEFm eTo estimate things 
atjSm^Erulrolua . Tknow tK^Tnches make to them- 
selves wmgs, ancffiy away ; I know that earthly fortune -is 
more brittle than glass ; I know that life is uncertain, and 
at the best but short. It is my daily prayer that no treas- 
ure on earth shall make me forget the treasure in heaven.’ 

‘I believe it, my son,’ said Macedonius; ‘and may God 
ever keep you in this mind ! ’ 

r Philip received from Kallias a letter of congratulation. 
Kallias was neither so old nor so dear a friend as David 
was, or Eutyches had been; but Philip was attached to 
him, and knew him to be honest and true. 

Kallias in his letter, and in subsequent letters, told him 
$ome of the news of the West, fie told him first the 
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thrilling intelligence of the murder of Stilicp, and the 
extinction of all the hopes and ambitions of his* family: 
and this was of the deepest interest to Philip, because he 
had been taught by the poems of Claudian to admire the • 
brave and magnificent Vandal. 

St ilico f ell a victi m to the vil e Court i ntrigues of palace - 
rjj grifi s, and to the fact that lie wSSHfEe object oT Tierce 
jealousy as an alien. Men of narrow hearts and limited 
insight could not understand his large and far-sighted 
policy. That act of dastardly assassination was chiefly 
due to the liypocritic Olympius, whom he himself had first 
raised from the dust, who had insinuated himself into the 
confidence of Honorius, and who hid his craftiness under a 
Pharisaism which deceived men like St. Augustine. The 
base intrigues to overthrow the great Vandal warrior came 
to a head at Pavia, where the troops were secretly insti- 
gated to rise and massacre his partisans. He might have 
m ar ched from Bologna, where he then was, might have 
crushed the conspiracy, and made himself master oi the 
fleet. But he kept his loyalty, and thereby so deeply dis- 
gusted the strong and savage Gothic chieftain, Saras, that 
he surprised Stilico’s camp, killed his bodyguard of Huns, 
and compelled the Vandal to fly to Ravenna for his life. 
As troubles thickened around him he fled into the church 
for asylum. There his tragic end was brought about by 
one oi those hideous pieces of chicanery, the prevalence of 
which shows that a nation is ripe for destruction. Hera- 
clian came with a body of troops to seize him. He agreed , 
to leave the sanctuary if he received the Emperors oath/ 
that his life should be spared. He was shown a letter; 
from Honorius to that effect, and went forth. No sooner, 
had he stepped out of the church than a second letter of 
Honorius was produced, ordering that he should be slain 
as a public enemy. Even at that supreme moment his 
friends and soldiers would have rescued him at all costs , 
but he forbade and repressed their efforts. and, kneel 
iner on the ground, offered his neck to the blow of the 
ISTfl, who struck off his head tnfli his 
sword and for this brutal assassination was elevated to the 
3 of OounVof Africa. He went forth to meet his own 

just doom thereafter. *• 
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Stilico’s^uin iilvolyed that of his family. His daughter 
Thermantia was ctivorced by Honorius — who had already 
divorced her elder sister, Maria — and was sent under an 
escort to her mother, Serena, at Rome, with her brother 

Eucherius. Eucherius was murdered^by, the Emperors 

* opjaa^jraon i as he reag£e|l£Offle. The JealousyoTEKe 
Romans, and their groundless dread that Serena would 
betray the city to Alaric, caused them to order her execu- 
tion; and rumour said that she was strangled in prison, 
/wearing on her neck the pearl necklace which she had 
n taken from the statue of Vesta. Thermantia and Maria 
died not long afterwards ; and with them the family of 
Stiiico, the father-in-lawjoi the,. s E^jgeror, and for so _ lopg^ 
a periodTEe~cETef man in the Western world, came to a 
, disastrous end. 

! Sw ift ret^lhutixyi^ ell on all concerned in this vile plot. 
The removal' oi the only great gene ral who couJ jjJxave 

e^v. 

Thrice hVTftacT '"Rome Tn his grasp V (3n one of these 
occasions he held the memorable interview with the 
Roman ambassadors — at which Kallias was present as a 
reporter on behalf of Pope Innocent — which has been 
immortalised in history from the notes which he # took. 
The ambassadors first assumed a grandiloquent tone, 
which did not for a moment deceive Alaric, and which 
.(as Kallias told Philip) made Thorismund and Walamir 
break into broad smiles as they stood beside the royal Visi- 
gotii. Th^^okeboast£iaU.^.Ql„the_imineTisemultitudg8 

and of its boundless 

resources. 

4 TIm Jb|afer the hay, the. more easily it is mown,' replied 

: 

I 4 What,* then, will you leave us ? 5 
I 4 Your lives ! ’ he answered, with a grim laugh. 

I HHll a micsoT'QWa D o to o A Ion! 


I The miserable Romans, crippled by Alarms possession 
pf Ostia and by imminent starvation, were barely able to 
fpay the ransom which Alaric demanded, and in order to do 
lit were compelled — a terrible omen ! — to melt dowjmtbe 
ft was as though they abnegated all 
right to'* claim the ‘manliness’ for which Rome was so 
famed of old. Kallias was the eyewitness of many other 
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memorable scenes during that time of tefior. lie saw the 
investiture of the rhetorician puppet, Attalus — who was 
little more than a frivolous aesthete — with the imperial 

insignia, when Alaric thought to reduce Honoriu^ to 

reason by. .sj^ring^up^a jiyal emperor.' ” Th the "dif e stress 
ofTamine caused by Heraclian’s closing of the grain stores 
of Africa, Kallias heard the multitude yelling to Attalus 
in the amphitheatre, c Pone pretium carni humance ’ ( 6 Set 
a price on human flesh!’). He stood by the side of 
Walamir — who entertained towards him an intense grati- 
tude for the aid which he had given to his escape from 

Ijiuaicpte a s ^ ^ jeDtJoj^pn- 

c iliate Hon orius. ' < - - • 

^Tfarfp’lVi?i,r] felt a tremendous sense that he was but an 
instrument in the hands of destiny when, f or thethixd 
t ime, he besieg e. d .,, % Eternal Ci ty, w hich hafrn evffqg&U j 
capi urecTTor seveh.h uipdrel..y& a ‘ I ~ s - A. hermit had warned 
him noT’to be guilty oTafToutrage so tremendous upon 
the capital which, for a thousand years, had overwhelmed 
and dominated the world. The reply of the young Visi- 
gothic king was that, so far from challenging the wrath of 
Heaisen by a deed which shook the hearts of the nations, 
he was only obeying a Divine behest, since a voice rang 
perpetually in his ears which bade him capture the city. 
And so on August 24. 4m Alaric, ^hJTl^smj rndj^d 
'IffiT • armour, by .bis .auk 


yn.la.m-iy ^ tnii armour.. „ 
InFoughthe Salarian Gate ofJgfflW. and d ellYerec 


4 . 

■■f 
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cityTo "three d 
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ieGoths were Christians, and al- 
though they respected the asylum of sanctuaries, it was 
not possible that a vast horde of Gothic soldiers should 
for many days remain master of such a city as Rome, with 
its long-accumulated treasures, without the occurrence of 
many sad and cruel scenes. The two young 
Thorismund and Walamir, had hearts which burned with 
the sense of wro ngs which J^ix~aImQBl- eTti Epatfia. flflitoh 

they hadaaeep respect for religion, and while they freely 
availed themselves of the plunder . of patrician houses, they 
used their utmost exertions to prevent cruelty and ma% 
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sacre. Walamir knew tlie home assigned to Kallias by 
Pope Innocent, in the precincts of the Lateran, and it had 
been his early care to get from Jil&zic a safeguard which 
would secure the immunity of his friend. The Pope 
himself was, providentially, absent, for he had gone to 

I Ho norm s, at Ravenna, to induce that poor sluggard to 
arouse^'Kmself to defend the interests of his capital. 
Kallias, bearing letters to Innocent, accompanied the mes- 
senger who was despatched from Rome with the tidings — 
which made men’s hearts stand still as though the end of 
the world had come — that 

She who and arrayed 

; she who veiled 

Haffh with her haughty shadow, and displayed 
/E’en till the o’er-canopied horizon failed, 

J* Her rushing wings ; oh I she who was Almighty, hailed 

/ 

wasf now the he lping ppy , qf barbarians ! He went with 
^ 1 al« e , and a deeply 

agitated eunuch, with unwonted obliteration of etiquette, 
in the supreme excitement of the moment, pushed aside 
the purple curtains unbidden, and abruptly announced to 
the Emperor: 

4 Sire, Rome has perished ! ’ 

4 Has sEeT r ^ , quite Startled. 4 How .cyan 

that be? Why, she was quite well an hour ago, and was 
feeding out of my hand ! 9 

4 1 do not mean Rome, your hen/ said the Chamberlain, 

4 but the city Rome.’ 

4 Oh ! ’ said Honorius, much relieved. 4 1 was afraid, my 
friend, you meant Rome, my favourite hen.’ 

* The eunuch came out with his lips tightened into a 
grim, sardonic smile. 4 What a master/ he said*, 4 eygn 
ip, . pe&ye ! ’ ^ 

But when Alaric had withdrawn his forces and advanced 
to the south of Italy the condition of R,a 3 ^-T»ecamg„jo 
w £P^had^and uncertain — ir"ilr€g^ an aspect oF 

squalor suffered so constantly from the 

pressure df jE^ip.g — that Kallias longed to leave it. He 
di3 ,, l(oTIie more because a beautiful Roman maiden had 
promised to be his bride. Her family had suffered severely 
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in the Gothic pillage, and as* there was no security that 
other barbarian raids might not be imminent, he was 
anxious to find for !^^niore secure and happy home. 
He mentioned this in Metifer to Philip. 

Philip was now in the full tide of success and prosperity. 
He had Anthemius as a friend at Court, and a claim for 
real services, which was all the more prominent because 
officials of perfect loyalty and incorruptible integrity were 
far from common. Theodosius II. had raised him with! 
unusual rapidity frofflJdja^ank of an IJJbuLstris to .that of aj 
Spectabilis. A third son, wh'Onr'Ee nanaed”T)avidrTSa| 
Keen horn to him, and a daughter, whom he christened* 
Anthusa. The house at Singon Street was now neither 
large enough for his requirements nor suitable to his high 
rank as one of the leading senators of Antioch. He there- 
fore built himself a residence not far from the Orontes, 
with a garden, and a vineyard, and a grove, and more than 
one fountain tinkling musically into its marble basin. . He^ 
was never tempted to plunge into luxury. ,The furniture; 
and adornments of his house were refined and beautiful,? 
but with no trace of vulgar ostentation. He was mindful'i 
of the duties of generous hospitality, and he, as well as ■ 
Miriaftn, exercising a wise and watchful charity, were sur- 
rounded by the benedictions of the poor. 

He knew th<* ability of his old friend, and wrote to Kal- 
lias, offering to him the house in Singon Street for his 
abode, and the certainty of ample and honourable employ- 
ment in the offices of the Prsefect of the East. Kallias 
gratefully accepted the offer. He was wedded to his 
Marcia, by Pope Innocent himself, in the Lateran basilica. 
The Pope was sorry to lose his services, and gave him 
a handsome token of his regard in the form of a gilt 
arhpulla, at the bottom of which was painted the picture 
of the i Three Children in the Furnace.’ But the Pope 
hii&self had been greatly impoverished by the sack of 
Some, and was little able to bear the expense of a skilled 
secretary. He saw that far better prospects opened befor^ 
Emilias in Antioch, and sent him to his new hon^ with hi|; 

: patriarchal blessing. Philip and Miriam gladly welcofiie§: 
fifth and his- bride, and he found the house in Singon Street 
^rfhat he could have: desired. 

2 p . . •„ .. 
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From the two young Gothic Amalings Philip was 
separated by the wide diversity of their destinies, but he 
occasionally heard of them, and even from them. They 
followed the fortunes of Alaric, and it was ever their 
delight to temper with mercy the inevitable cruelties 
which attended the victorious raids of their countrymen. 
When the Goths were devastating Campania, they came 
to Nola, and seized the good Bishop Paulinus. The 
decorations which he had lavished on the church and 
monastic buildings of St. Felix made the Goths suspect 
that he was the lord of vast hidden treasures ; but, as St. 
Augustine says of him, 4 he had long ago placed his 
treasures in the bosom of the poor.’ Of this, however, it 
was difficult to persuade his Gothic captors, and while he 
was in their hands he offered the prayer, 4 Lord, let me not 
suffer torture for the sake of silver and gold, for whither 
all my goods are gone Thou knowest.’ It was owing to 
the energetic remonstrance and interference of Walamir 
that he was set free by the rude soldiers and saved 
from further molestation, though he lost what little he 
had left, and was reduced from comparative opulence 
to extreme poverty. He was grateful to Walamir for 
that efficient act of protection, gave him his episcopal 
blessing, and said that he would pray to St. Felix for 
him. • 

4 1 thank you, Father,’ said Walamir; 4 but would you 
mind offering your prayer for me to God instead ? ’ 

The brothers marched with the town of 

Rhegium, witnessed his wild grief at the loss in the 
stormy straits of the fleet with which he had intended to 
sail and conquer Africa, and stood by his death-bed at 
Consentia in 41.0 t when h^ passed away, at the early age 
of thirty-one, leaving so many ’"oFliU vast designs still 
unaccomplished. Alaric had learnt to love and trust 
them more than almost any of his comrades. They 
closed his eyes; they received the last faint pressure of 
his dying hands. The Goths diverted the course of the 
little riveg: Busentinus, raised a mound over his remains, 
heaped it high with precious spoils and trophies of Rome, 
and then turned the rushing torrent into its course again. 
flThey slew the captives who had performed the task, that 
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none might know where their hero lay, or disturb or 
plunder his tumultuous resting-place. 

Thorismund and Walamir had not approved this last 
act of barbarity. Savage deeds like that made them 
despair of the Goths acquiring enough of civi lis ation and 
self-control to make them the permanent lords of the 
Kingdom of the West. 

The Goth^ chose Ataulp h, the brave and beautiful 
brother-in-law of^tlSlltfpas thei^ new king, elevating him 
on their shields immediately after the burial of his kins- 
man. 

But there was one man against whom Thorismund 
cherished an intense feeling of wrath, and on whom he 
desired to inflict the vengeance which he regarded as his 
due. It was Sarus, whom Thorismund regarded as a trai- 
tor to his countrymen, the practical murderer of Stilico, 
the insulter and hereditary foe of Alaric. Sarus was a 
warrior of gigantic size and of herculean strength, and 
had been made Magister Militum for his treacherous 
services. But the same levity of spirit which had made 
him turn against Stilico caused him to desert Honorius 
for the usurper Jovinus. Ataulph heard that he was 
scoufing the country with only a handful of followers., 
He sent a large detachment under Thorismund to seize: 
him; but the •chivalrous young Ostrogoth rushed upon ! 
Sarus in person at the head of a small contingent. Sarus 
and his bodyguard performed prodigies of valour. Thoris- 
mund spurred his horse against him, and wounded him 
with his spear, but was struck down dead by the chieftain’s 
mighty arm. Seizing the opportunity of the personal en- 
counter, a Goth flung some sacking over the head of Sarus ; 
he was entangled in it, flung to the ground, overpowered, 
and dragged alive into the presence of Ataulph, who, after 
bitter reproaches, ordered him to be executed. 

Walamir mourned long over the dead body of his 
brother. He was now the last Amal of his race, and 
nothing but the higher lessons of his boyhood, learnt with 
Eutyches in the Patriarcheion, prevented him from sink- 
ing into sullen melancholy and despair. Ataulph loved 
and honoured him no less than Alaric had done, and he 
exercised over the Visigoth a strong influence for goo4. 
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He was present at the famous m ar r jyith 
tksJiaaia^^ when the 

Gothic king presented his beautiful bride with fifty youths, 
clad in silver robes, to be her slaves, and when each youth 
knelt and presented her a golden bowl full of rubies and 
lother priceless gems, the spoils of Rome. He became 
lAtaulph’s constant companion, and was by his side at 
/Barcelona when he fell a victim to the murderous stab in 
I the back by which the deformed slave, Wernulf, avenged 
I the wrongs of his former master, Sarus. Walamir smote 
* the murderous villain to the earth with his own sword. 
Contrary to all his wishes and to his strongest entreaties, 
the Goths chose as their new king Sigeric, the brother of 
Sarus. Sigeric cherished a fierce grudge against him. 
When the new king, who was even a worse savage than 
his brother Sarus, heaped insults on the daughter of the 
great Theodosius by forcing Placidia to walk twelve miles 
on foot before his chariot, Walamir so openly and hotly 
expressed his indignation, that a quarrel arose, and Sigeric 
in a fit of fury stabbed him with his own hands. 

Thus ended the race of Ostrogothic Amalings of the 
House of Gai'nas. Their lives were brief and tragic. 
| They had taken the sword, and, like so many chieftains 
n of those days, they perished by the svsord. 
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CHAPTER LXXI 

HAPPY CHILDREN AND PROSPEROUS DAYS 

Like the flower of roses in the spring of the year, and like lilies by the 
watercourses. — JEcclesiasticus. 

We need not chronicle the peaceful years of Philip’s man- 
hood. Michael passed away, and was buried in the church 
at Nazareth. David became more and more influential 
a *u n eS ^ eC ^ e< ^ * n ^ or ^ lern Palestine. At the request of 
the Governor of J erusalem he was made a deputy-governor 
of the province, and, as he was universally beloved and 
trusted, the revenues of Galilee flowed regularly and with- 
out disturbance into the imperial exchequer. The aid 
rendered by the Desposynos was so marked that he too 
received ^the rank of an Illustris, and was assured of the 
Emperor’s approval. He paid several visits to Antioch, 
and Philip and Miriajn also visited him at Lubiyeh. 

As their eld^r boys were of the same age, it was agreed 
that Philip’s Eutyches and John should be confirmed in 
the Church of St. Babylas, at Antioch, at the same time 
with David’s Philip and Andrew, by Bishop Eustathius, 
who, after the death of Porphyry, and after eighty-five 
years of schism, had at last united the distracted see under 
one . episcopal head. On that occasion David and his 
family paid a long visit to their friends and kinsfolk at 
Antioch. 

On the fourteenth birthday of Philip’s heir there was a 
little festival in their new house on the banks of the 
Orontes. Kallias and his son Innocent, and his little : 
daughters Galla and Pulcheria, were invited ; and the 

f roves and gardens round Philip’s house, and the vineyard : 

y the side of the river, laden at that time with its rich 
purple clusters, rang that evening with sliouts of young, 

' laughter as all the children played together. The bbygfe; 
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had got up a gymnastic contest — a complete Pentathlon — 
in which they were to contend with some kinsmen in the 
second generation of Philip’s own boyish friends Achillas 
and Eros, who had been executed in the terrible sedition 
of Antioch. The little girls of Kallias wreathed garlands 
of laurel and parsley, entwined with roses, with which 
they were to crown the victors: Philip had given his boys 
the wholesome physical training of young Greeks, so that 
they had the advantage in skill over David’s lads. _ Of the 
five contests, they won the crown in quoit-throwing and 
javehn-hurling ; but David’s sturdy sons, accustomed to 
the free shepherd life on the hills of Galilee, beat them in 
leaping and in the race, and were their equals in the wres- 
tling bout. 

Sitting by the fountain in the hall, Philip, David, and 
Kallias, with the mothers of the children, watched them 
with happy hearts. Philip thought of the day when he 
had wrestled with Thorismund in the garden of his adopted 
father, and as he recalled all that had happened since 
then, a wave of sadness passed over his mind. 

‘Ah, David!’ he said, ‘these are happy days! But 
when I remember the scenes through which we have 
passed, I almost shrink from the certainty of the.trials 
which must befall these bright lad^ and little maidens.’ 

‘Let us treasure the happiness of th% present,’ said 
David ; ‘ we will not darken it with the forecast of days 
to come.’ 

But Philip murmured half to himself the lines of 
Homer : ^ 

I Like leaves on trees the race of man is found, 

Now green in youth, now withering on the ground ; 

Another race the following spring supplies : 

They fall successive, and successive rise ; 

So generations in their course decay, 

So flourish these as those have passed away. 

‘Yes, that is as it should be,’ said David. ‘We may- 
thank God that we are not immortal. We may thank 
Him that the g;ood man’s life, however it may end, is 
crowned by the blessed birthright o f death.’ 

; ‘ What do you sayj' my silent KaHiasT’ asked Philip. 

L ‘I say,’ said Kallias, ‘that if we may, by God’s grace. 
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leave to our children the price less heritage of c haracter 
we leave them the best of treasures, 
anamay be much more than content.’ 

At this moment Philip’s happy son burst in, the picture 
of^ health and gladness. 4 Spectabilis, and Illustris,’ he 
said, with bows of mock gravity to his father and David, 
‘and you, Mr. Secretary, and you, ladies, you are all 
bidden by the voice of the herald to come and see the 
victors crowned.’ 

‘And who are the great Pentathlic victors?’ asked 
Philip. 

4 Your eldest son, great Senator, who is fourteen years 
old to-day, and ought to be arrayed in the manly toga ; 
and yours, illustrious sir,’ he said, his eyes full of laughter, 
as he bowed to David. 

They all rose and went to the vineyard, where, in a 
green, open space by the river, they had got up a little 
masquerade of heralds and Asiarchs, and where, amid 
loud applause from the circle of comrades and school- 
fellows, the little maidens of Kallias placed the garlands 
on the dark hair of the two boys, who were then clad in 
festal robes, and ceremoniously conducted in procession to 
the festal banquet which Miriam had prepared for them. 
Ana, seated not far off, under the dense foliage of the 
trees, old Macedonia himself watched them, and smiled 
as he lifted up his hands and blessed them in their happy 
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CHAPTER LXXII 

THE GREAT REPARATION 

Only the actions of the just 

Smell sweet, and blossom in the dust. — Shirley. 

There was one event in the , years to come which 
brought a great flood of joy and gratitude into the hearts 
of the three friends who had been secretaries in the 
Patriarcheion. It came in the year 487, when they were 
all three well advanced in years. TTwas t^J^mgh^ 
ultimate re ward oj Ljuati^^ 

memm^of Jhein^ . t he PatnM.ch_^n 

ofConstantTnopl’er By that timenenaa already begun 
to be spoken of by the admiring title of Chrysostom, 
the Golden-mouthed, which posterity substituted foj his 
t actual name. 

He had had two successors — Arsacftus, who died in 405, 
and Atticus, who died in 425. Atticus, m spite of the 
angry opposition of Cyril, Patriarch of Alexandria, had 
been compelled by the unanimous opinion of the West, as 
well as of all the best and holiest men of the Eastern 
Church, to restore the name of John to the diptychs of the 
Church of Constantinople. Succeeding Patriarchs were 
no longer fierce anti-Johannites ; and in 434 Proclus, who 
had been a reader and secretary of Chrysostom himself, 
was elevated to the Patriarchal throne. One day in the 
year 437, on the festival of Chrysostom, he was pro- 
nouncing a panegyric upon him to the people in the 
great cathedral, when he was interrupted, not only by 
the loud applause of the assembled multitude, but also by 
cries, c Restore to us our exiled Patriarch ! Restore to us 
the body of our father John! 5 Proclus made known to 
be Emperor the wishes of his subjects, and Theodosius II., 
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■who had read with delight the writings of the great \ 
orator, and used to speak of him as ‘ the., jeacher of t he K 
uniyer&e^jm of gold, 5 gramt^TTEe^^request - 

with alacrity. "For thirty years the embalmed body of ; 
the martyr had been lying in its humble tomb in the : 
Chapel of St. Basiliscus. Theodosius ordered it to bei - 
now removed to the capital. In every city through! 
which the coffin was carried it was received by the 
rejoicing homage of multitudes of ecclesiastics, as well as \ 
of the people. At Chalcedon Theodosius had sent an 
Imperial tribune to receive it ; and he himself awaited its 
arrival in the midst of his senators and high officials and / : ' 
soldiers. It was now J anuary..27^ A3S*,- So vast was the 
concourse of vessels oF all sizes that, in the rhetorical V 
figure of the contemporary historian, c the Propontis was 
transformed into a continent. 5 It was night, and the 
surface of the sea reflected the blaze of innumerable /J-i 
torches, as the citizens poured out in their myriads to | 
welcome back the mortal remains of the Saint who had • ^ 
been expelled from their midst with ignominy and tor- 
ments. The bier was accompanied in magnificent pro-;'^^ 
cession to the Church of the Apostles, where lay buried :jg| 
the. former Patriarchs of Constantinople and the Christian 
emperors, and Arcadius and Eudoxia. No sooner was. gg|I 
the coffin laid dowfi than Theodosius knelt before it with', 
his beautifuf sister Pulcheria. Then he stripped, off 
purple mantle and placed it over the saintly relics, andJ 
casting his eyes to the ground and leaning his foreheaMg^ 
against the edge of the coffin, prayed aloud for his fathe^^g 
and his mother, and that the sins of deadly ignoranc^>^ 
which they had committed against God’s holy servah®.^ 
might be forgiven them. Before finally enclosing 1 thg^^ 
corpse in the golden shell which had been prepared^foj ■ || 
it, Proclus had it seated upon the episcopal chair, ^n3-^ 
a shout arose and reverberated along the gilded roqfe^C^g 
4 Receive thy throne once more, 0 Father! 5 . Them 
far from the graves of Arcadius and Eudoxia^ the bgdgm| 

* was reinterred, and in that ‘great temple* of silence 

reconciliation 5 the mortal remains of the martyr andf ; ®fe 
• his murderer mingled in the common dust. 

Philip - and David, and Kallias were , all 
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honoured places at this superb ceremony of reparation; 
for the Patriarch Eroelus knew them in old days, and 
remembered them, and they had been expressly invited 
to be witnesses of the splendid scenes because they were 
among Chrysostom’s oldest and dearest friends. 

When the service was over, Proclus received orders to 
conduct them to the palace, that they might be presented 
ito the Emperor. He received them separately, and 
laddressed them in words of the most gracious kindness; 
Ifor he said that he could not better evince his remorseful 
Reverence for the dead Saint than by showing favour to 
those whom he had loved. 

To Kallias, whose name had been favourably men- 
tioned in a letter from Pope Innocent, and also by the 
Count of the East, he presented a golden inkstand which 
had once been used by Arcadius himself — the very one, 
as Philip remembered, into which he had seen the late 
Emperor dip his stylus at his first memorable interview 
with him. And he further conferred upon him the title 
and rank of P^ton atarv . 

He bade l^mT*mention any guerdon he desired, and 
thanked him for his able administration of Northern 
Palestine. David asked for, and immediately obtained, 
some enrichment of the humble Church at Nazareth, 
and a small largess for a festal day Timon^ its citizens. 

Then Philip entered, and Theodosius received him 
with yet warmer cordiality. He had heard from his 
oldest and most honoured officials of the services which 
Philip had rendered in the days of the Gothic peril ; and 
Arcadius, among his private memoranda, had left a note 
requesting that Philip might always be regarded as one 
whom he loved and honoured. Further, the interview at 
which Arcadius had bidden him kiss Philip, when he was 
a little boy not seven years old, had been impressed on 
the memory of Theodosius II., because it had happened 
shortly before his father’s death. It is true that in 
the thirty years which had elapsed since then the dark 
locks of Philip had become plentifully sprinkled with * 
silver; but the Emperor still remembered his fine presence, 
and recognised the Imperial ring, with its shining emer- 
alds, which Arcadius had placed upon his finger. 
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‘ Hail, my Olarissimus ! ’ said the "Emperor, smiling. 

4 Only a Spectabilis, by your Clemency’s distinguished 
favour,’ said Philip, bowing low. 

‘No!’ said the Emperor; ‘henceforth, after this 
auspicious day, no less than a Clarissimus. „ Keceive the 
patent of your promotion ; there you will find something 
more than this recognition of your services by your 
elevation to the highest rank of nobility ; but you must 
not open it till you leave my presence.’ 

Philip knelt and kissed the hand of his benefactor. 
‘But that is not all. We owe you a very deep debt of 
gratitude, both at Constantinople and Antioch, and I bid 
you to ask of me any boon that you desire.’ 

‘ Your Imperial munificence has loaded me with so many 
favours,’ said Philip, ‘ and has elevated me to a rank so 
far above my humble birth, that I have nothing to ask.’ 

‘ Nevertheless, you must ask some favour for my sake, 
if not for your own.’ 

‘Sire,’ said Philip, after a moment’s pause, ‘there is a 
boon which would, I think, be most appropriate to this day 
of reconciliation. When the Patriarch John was banished, 
David, Kallias, and I had a very young fellow-secretary, 
named Eutyches, deeply loved by the Patriarch, as by all 
who ever knew or ever saw him.’ 

‘ I have lizard of him,’ said Theodosius. ‘ All who talk 
to me of those days say that he was beautiful as an angel 


of God.’ 

‘And as innocent as he was beautiful, sire. He was 
most*cruelly tortured to death by the Praefect Optatus, at 
the instigation of bad bishops and priests. The boon which . 
at your Imperial command I ask is, that a little martyry 
should be built above his grave.’ 

‘ It is but just, Philip. It shall be done at once. 

So over the humble grave of Eutyches rose in due time 
a little chapel radiant within with lustrous mosaic# 
Over its small apse was Christ as the Good Shepherd*.; 
folding a lamb in His bosom, while others of the feeding*; 
sheep looked up at Him. In the ornaments that ran romp 
the walls were the Christian symbols of the Fish, and f ttei 
Dove with the evergreen leaf, and the ship and palm-bran^ 
and winged genii playing among green leaves andpnrpie 
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vine-bunches. On one wall was Daniel standing naked 
but uhharmed between two lions, li kf, tb^ soul ^betwee n 
the lions of Si n and Death, On the other the Three 
Cnuaren trod the names of the furnace with bright faces 
and unscarred feet. Underneath the apse was a mosaic 
of the head of Eutyches, and under it, in Greek, the 
inscription : 

In Peace, 

In Christ, 

Eutyches, Martyr. 

He lives. 






ent ox circumstaiipes I Were the briet suite: ^ 

PaEna^^ to the exceeding and - 

eternal weight of glory into which he now had entered ? j 
Were they not the conditions of his luminous and world- : . 
wide example ? In spite of the all hut universal corruption ,||g 
of the Eastern Church, his rectitude and his innocence, *1 
had been conspicuously vindicated. His name had been . - ' 
restored to its honoured place in the diptychs of the^*v 
cathedral. Philip had seen him lowered into his lowly^; 

f rave in the far-off, humble martyry; now he had 
is golden cofSn inhumed beside the Imperial toi^Jw ; | 
John had been exiled and martyred by an Emperor anf 
an Empress ; now their son and successor, accompanied 
by his sister, had knelt over his remains with tears olL h 
penitence and prayers for pardon. Philip’s mind, was ftuL /v 
of the confession extorted from the malevolent, wickedness 
of the persecutors of God’s saints in the Book of Wisdorn : 

* We fools counted his life madness, and Ms end to 
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<f‘ : i without honour. How is he set among the children of 

Iffy God, and his lot among the saints ! ’ 

f i •* It was not strange that Philip should lose himself in 
Hf these thoughts, for where was he? He was enjoying the 
fi?'‘ hospitality of the Patriarcheion, now the palace of Proclus, 
H&v , who not only loved Chrysostom, but whom Philip could 
-well remember as a young reader in the service of his 
Uli- master. Nay, more, Philip had asked to be accommodated 
r * in the dear old anteroom, next to the Patriarch s study, 

1 and close by the bedroom in which Eutyches had nursed 
the wounded Walamir. Memories crowded upon him, 
and he sank into a dreaming reverie. As he lay there, 
%ith closed eyes, he saw, or seemed to see, first Chrys- 
ostom, and then Eutyches, each in the glory of their 
^immortality, come on either side, and take his hand, and 
look upon him with blessings and with smiles. 

He awoke and saw the Emperor’s missive lying before 
|m. He opened it, and there read, with a start of intense 
, „JS|)rise, that Theodosius II. had not only made him a 
: Claris simus, but had actually appointed him 
[ East L, 

rwas a position of almost royal dignity. But Philip 
did not shrink from it. He had not sought it. It had 
been bestowed upon him in the Providence ^f God. He 
sought Count Anthemius, who was now a Patrician, and 
chief, Minister °f the Empire. Anthemius was already in 
*the ^Ket. He rose, with a broad smile on his handsome 
v facei%pd bowing low, said, ‘All happiness to the most 
.illustrious, Count Philip ! 5 
, ‘ What am I to do ? 5 asked Philip. 

^You are J;o start for Antioch in two days. You will 
“ Isent thriller in an Imperial chariot, with an escort of 
..^^ptini, and you must remember that your position now 
ireqliires every adjunct of state dignity which must sur- 
round the chief ruler in the East.’ 

fefSo Philip returned in magnificent state along the old 
:wlll-known road which he had first traversed riding on 
(fhe horse of a prsdtorian, beside the chariot which was 
.flpnveyipg Chrysostom to his glory and his doom. 

^ was received at Antioch with the rapturous acdUk 
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motions of tlie assembled multitude, and lie — the son of 
the humble tradesman — - took official possession of the 
palace of the mighty and luxurious Seleucid kings. He . 
gave up the house and grounds on the bank .pf the 1/ 
Orontes for a leper-hospital as a thank-offering to God. * - A 

He ruled Antioch and the Prefecture of the East in 

w . ith 

office for many years! His children grew to manhood 
itx the stately palace, and were a source of blessing and 
happiness to him. He was universally known as The (food 
Count of the East, He did not attain a great age, but died 
m the unbroken fulness of his powers. The admiring 
people would fain have honoured him with gorgeous ob- 
sequies, but he desired a simple funeral, and was more] 

than h 3EKpy the- till jit he wasA _descendin g to fljoj 

the 

They wanted to erect to his memory a splendid mau- 
soleum, but he had ordered that his tombstone shonM 
only be a simple alabaster slab in the Church ofj^' 
Babylas. At each corner was a small mosaic. At the 
top the three fishes in circle, which typified at once the 
Lord J esus and the Trinity : and the famous monogram 
of Christ from the J^abarum of Constantine. Below were 
carved ungul* and a leaden scourge — for had not Philip, 
too, been a confessor, almost a martyr, for the truth? — 
and a dove bearing in her beak a green leaf as faun the 
Tree of Life. And the inscription was : 


In Peace, 

In Christ, 
Phillipus, 

Count or the East. 
In Christ he died, 
In Christ he lives. 


THE END 
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